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i Suddenly the water demon stuck his head up above the water.

He exclaimed, &ln all the time live lived here, I have never seen anyone,

man or beast, as wise as this monkey!...i1






Foreword to the 2" Edition

This 2™ edition of vols. 1 and 2 of Buddhist Tales for Young and Old was
undertaken so as to bring the format of these volumes in line with that adopted in
vols. 3 - 5.

These Jataka stories as they have been handed down to us are
accompanied in Buddhaghosais text with istories of the presenti which narrate
the circumstances under which the Buddha is reputed to have told the various
fables and parables, and which grew up around these stories in the course of their
transmission.

It is apparent that the istories of the presenti are integral to at least some
of the stories in that some of the stories take their titles from these. Thus, for
instance, the Losaka-ditaka (No. 41), the two Saketa-dtaka-s (Nos. 68 and 237),
the Telapatta-dtaka (No. 96), the Samiddhi-dtaka (No. 167), the Kamania-
Jataka (No. 228), and the Palasa-Jitaka and Dutiya-Pakisa-Jitaka (Nos. 229 and
230). In several instances, the main characters in the fables and parables take
their names from the person in the istory of the presenti about whom the story is
told. So, for instance, in the Rohiki-Jataka about a servant girl of the millionaire
Anathapindika named Rohini (No. 45), and in the Kalakanni-Jataka (No. 83)
about a friend of Anathapindikais named Kalakanni.

The fables and parables themselves, of course, in at least many instances
pre-date the Buddha and at times can be found elsewhere in South Asian

literature, as well.



Buddhaghosais text also includes the iconnectioni between the istories of
the presentl and the fables and parables f referred to as istories of the past,i
which iconnectioni identifies the characters in the istories of the presentl with
those in the istories of the pastl fi the fables and parables as told here by Todd
Anderson. The iconnectioni appears at the end of each Jataka tale.

In vols. 3 - 5 we related the istories of the presenti and iconnectionsi
along with the Jatakas proper. We have here added them to the stories in vols. 1
and 2.

In vols. 3 - 5, we generally followed closely the late 13" c. - early 14" c.
C.E. Sinhalese translation of the Jataka stories by Virasirhha Pratiraja for both the
istories of the presentl and the istories of the past,i and for the iconnections.i In
vols. 1 and 2, though, with the exception of the narration of the Chaddanta-dtaka
(No. 514) that was appended to vol. 2, the stories were more abbreviated. We
have therefore in the main followed this practice here as well for this 2™ edition
of vols. 1 and 2, abbreviating the istories of the presenti and the i connections.1

On the whole, we have not altered here the text as told by Todd Anderson
except for a few stylistic revisions here and there, and except that in a few places,
mostly in vol. 2, additions and changes were necessitated on account of the
addition of the istories of the presentl and the iconnections.i Also in a few
places in vol. 2, changes had to be made in the specifics of a repeated story or in
the specifics of two stories the telling of which had been here combined.

We have as well added here the Pali titles of the various Jataka stories for
more ready recognition of the different stories. We have also added the Pali
names of the various characters the names of which were characterized in English
by Todd Anderson earlier fi giving these the first time the name is mentioned
only; and for the purpose of clarity, in brackets, we have added various Pali

technical terms which terms were earlier characterized here in English only.
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When Pali names were given in the translation earlier, we have added the
appropriate diacritics. And we have added in footnotes points of general interest.

Further, for the sake of uniformity with vols. 3 - 5, we have here changed
the way in which vols. 1 and 2 were titled.

The Pali story titles, which Radhika Abeysekera, currently of Winnipeg,
Manitoba, Canada, had also earlier suggested be added, very often focus on
different points in, or aspects of the stories than the English titles given to
characterize the stories in vols. 1 and 2. On account of layout, an English
rendering of these Pali titles could not be given in place. We give here an English
rendering of these titles for the stories in vol. 2:

51. Mahaslava-Jitaka i The Story of Mahasilava (One With Great

Virtue)
52. Ci/ajanaka-Jitaka i The Little Story of (King) Janaka (Fruitful)
[539. Mahgjanaka-dtaka i The Story of (King) Janaka the Great]

53. Punnapati-Jitaka n The Story of Full Containers

54. Phala-Jitaka i The Story of Fruit

55. Pai@ivudha-ditaka i The Story of (Prince) Pal.cavudha (One

Possessing Five Weapons)

56. Kaficanakkhandhaédaka i The Story of a Bulk of Gold

57. Vanarinda-Jitaka i The Story of the Monkey King

58. Tayodhammasdtaka n The Story of Three Qualities

59. Bherivada-Jitaka n The Story of the Sound of a Drum

60. Sarikhadhamanaafiaka i The Story of Blowing a Conch

61. Asitamanta-Jtaka i The Story of the Secret Saying About

Unhappiness
62. Andabhita-Jitaka (Andhabhaita-dtaka) n The Story of a Foetus / The
Story of One Who Was Mentally Blindfolded
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63. Takka-Jitaka (Takkariya-Jataka) fi The Story of Buttermilk (or, The
Story of Dates) / The Story of Takkariya (= Takkapandita, The
Buttermilk [or, Date] Holy Man)

64. Durgjana-Jitaka i The Story of Something That Is Difficult to
Understand

65. Anabhrati-Jataka i The Story of Discontentedness

66. Mudulakkhanra-dtaka i The Story of Mudulakkhana (One With a
Tender Character; or, Tenderhearted)

67. Ucchanga-dtaka fi The Story of a (Womanis) Hip

68. Saketa-dtaka i The Story of Saketa

69. Visavanta-dtaka i The Story of a Poisonous Snake

70. Kuddala-Jitaka fi The Story of a Spade

71. Varapa-JTitaka i The Story of aVarapa-tree

72. Stavanaga-Jitaka i The Story of a Virtuous Elephant

73. Saccarkira-Jataka i The Story of a Solemn Oath

74. Ruddhadhammaadaka i The Story About the Nature of Trees

75. Maccha-Jitaka i The Story of a Fish

76. Asarnkiya-Jtaka i The Story About There Being Nothing to Fear

77. Mahasupina-dtaka i The Story of an Important Dream

78. lll 'sa-Jitaka i The Story of Ilisa

79. Kharassara-dtaka i The Story of a Rough Sound

80. Bhimasena-dtaka i The Story of Bimasena (A Fearful Person)

81. Su@pana-Jitaka i The Story of Drinking Alcohol

" In South Asia, women carry young children on their hip. In this Jataka story, the
main character is protective of her brother as if she were an older sister carrying
her younger brother on her hip. She thereby saves not only her brother, but also
her husband and son.
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82. Mittavinda-Jitaka (Mittavindaka-ditaka) i The Story of Mittavinda
(or, Mittavindaka)

83. Kalakanni-Jataka i The Story of Kalakanni (One With Black Ears)

84. Atthasadvra-Jataka i The Story of the Doors to Well Being

85. Kimpakka-Jitaka i The Story of aKimpakka-tree

86. Stavimarisana-Jitaka i The Story of Examining Virtue

87. Mangala-Jitaka i The Story of Auspicious Signs

88. Sarambha-dtaka i The Story of Sarambha (Tit-for-Tat)

89. Kuhaka-Jditaka 1t The Story of a Knave

90. Akatanfu-dtaka i The Story of Ingratitude

91. Litta-Jataka i The Story of Gambling

92. Mahasira-Jataka i The Story of Something Most Precious

93. Vissisabhojana-dtaka i The Story About Trustingly Accepting Gifts

94. Lomaharsa-Jitaka i A Story of Horripilation

95. Mahasudassanadalaka i The Story of (King) Mahasudassana (Clear-
sighted the Great)

96. Telapatta-dtaka i The Story of a Begging Bowl Filled With Oil

97. Namasiddhi-Jtaka i The Story of the Consequence of a Name

98. Karavanija-Jataka it The Story of a Cunning Merchant

99. Parosahassadtaka i The Story of More Than a Thousand

100. Asatarizpa-Jitaka (Aghatamipa-Jitaka) i The Story of Something
Unpleasant / The Story of Taking a Nonviolent Posture

* * *

514. Chaddanta-dtaka i The Story of One With Six Tusks

The tranliteration system used for Pali words and names is that of the U.S.

Library of Congress Cataloging Service for Sanskrit and Prakrit languages in
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Devanagar script as in their Bulletin 64 (February 1964), with a few minor but
standard variations. That for Sinhalese words and names, when these are given, is
that of the U.S. Library of Congress Cataloging Service Bulletin 88 (January
1970). A guide to the pronunciation of Pali words and names is given in vol. 1
following the Foreword in that place.

We would like to thank Namal Kuruppu for preparing a jpeg file of the
illustrations that accompany the stories in these vols. 1 and 2 so that they could be
included here expeditiously. We would also like to thank the Ven. Sirisumana of
the New York Buddhist Vihara for his instruction on incorporating the images in
the text.

We hope our readers will receive this revised and enlarged edition of vols.
1 and 2 as well as they have received the earlier edition of vols. 1 and 2, and as
well as they have received vols. 3 - 5.

Peace and health to all!

Kurunegoda Piyatissa Nayaka Maha Thero
Stephan Hillyer Levitt, Ph.D.

June, 2012

Buddhist Literature Society, Inc.

New York Buddhist Vihara

214-22 Spencer Avenue

Parkside Hills, New York 11427-1821
U.S. A
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Interpreter’s Introduction to the 1 %' Edition

This is the second volume containing fifty more Jataka stories in addition
to those in Volume I issued in 1995. They highlight aspects of human character
which in some respects re-enforce those emphasized in Volume I and some which
are entirely new.

The Jataka stories, over millennia, have been seminal to the development
of many civilizations, the cultivation of moral conduct and good behavior, the
growth of a rich and varied literature in diverse parts of the world and the
inspiration for painting, sculpture and architecture of enduring aesthetic value.
The Buddha himself used Jataka stories to explain concepts like kamma and
rebirth and to emphasize the importance of certain moral values. A Jataka
bhanaka (Jataka story teller) is mentioned to have been appointed even as early as
the time of the Buddha. Such appointments were common in ancient Sri Lanka
and among others, king Ilanaga (1st century A.D.) is recorded in the Mahavamsa,
to have heard Kapi Jataka from a bhanaka bhikkhu. It is in continuation of this
noble tradition that these stories are now re-told in print to an audience which had
been denied access to them by language and other cultural barriers. These stories
are ever more relevant in the fragmented societies of today, where especially
children, in their most formative years, seek helplessly for guidance in steering
their lives to success and fulfillment.

No other civilization has been as much nourished by this rich source as
that in Sri Lanka. Sinhala, the language of the people of Sri Lanka, in which

script the teachings of the Buddha were written down for the first time ever,
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carries unerring marks of that nourishment. Both the most hallowed literary
works as well as the colloquial language of ordinary present day villagers are
replete with allusions to the better-known Jataka stories. The latter would
frequently refer to iking Vessantarai (who was generous to a fault), iking Cetiyai
(an inveterate liar), the blind jackal (a most grateful friend), to prince
Mahaushadha (of unfathomable wisdom), to a tortoise who readily takes to water,
or to the occasion when the sky fell on the hare.

There is hardly any form of Sinhala literature which has not been fed by
the wellsprings of Jataka stories. Works of poetry beginning from Sasadavata
(12th century), Muvadevdavata (12th century),Kausilumina (13th century),
Guttila kavyaya andKavyashekharaya (14th century)Kusa jataka kavyaya and
Asadisa da kava (17th century) embody Jataka stories. Poems of other genre are
replete with allusions to incidents and personalities drawn from Jataka stories.

Among prose works Sulu Kalingu da vata (12th century)Ummagga
Jataka (13th century), Bhuridatta Jataka (13th century) andvVessantara Jataka
are jataka stories re-told in inimitable fashion. Other works such as Amavatura
(12th  century), Butsarana (12th century) Pujavalia (13th century),
Saddharmaratnavalia (13th century), andSaddharmalankaraya are deeply
embellished with material from Jataka stories. Until quite recently, the most
widely read Sinhala prose work was Pansiya Panas Jataka Pota, number 6 in our
list of sources.

Later works of drama such as the Sandakinduru Nadagama, Vessantara
Nadagama, Pabavati, Kada Valalu, Kala gola and Pemato jayati soko are based on
Jataka stories.

Stories similar to Jataka stories occur in the Vedas Some of the
Brahmanasand Puranas are simply narrative stories. In many places, the

context, the style or the core stories are altered. The same story is often told by
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different authors in different places, for example, Kausilumina andKusadavata as
poetry and Pabavatias drama are based on Kusajataka.

In Mahayana literature Asvaghosais Sutralankara, Aryashurais
Jatakamala and KshemendraisAvadana Kalpalata are well known as Jataka
stories.

Indian Sanskrt works such as Katha sarit sagara, Dasa kumara carita,
Panca tantraand Hitopadesa contain similar stories. These stories contributed to
the later incomparable works of Kalidasa and Ashvaghosa.

There are also Mahayana Jataka stories such as Vyaghri, Dhammasondaka
and Seta Gandha Hastivhich do not appear in Pali at all. Some Jataka stories
can be found in Jain literature, such as the story of Isisinga in Suyakadanga,
which is the Nalini Jataka. They are found in even in the Mahabharata, for
example Rsisringa upakhyana.

Jataka and similar other stories traveled far and wide by word of mouth
along caravan routes and contributed to the literature in Persia, China, Arabia,
(Arabian nights), Italy (Boccaccio's tales), Greece (Aesop's fables), Britain
(Chaucer's Canterbury Tales) and Japan (Zen stories).

For developing moral conduct and good behavior, there are few more
instructive foundations than Jataka stories. All Jataka stories hold out advice on
how to correct our ways. They played and continue to play in some societies an
enormous role in the cultivation of peace and generosity. When Buddhist monks
taught children in viharas, Jataka stories took a prominent place in primary
education. Young samaneras (novice monks) were required to read Jataka stories
aloud after the midday meal in order that they may learn to read and preach
effectively. In India these and similar other stories were a principal instrument in
the socialization of children, discouraging them from selfishness and laying

foundations for family had community solidarity. Jataka stories speak eloquently
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of those human values which contribute to harmony, pleasure and progress.

Besides literature, painting, sculpture and architecture in many parts of the
world carried the message of Jataka stories. King Dutugemunu of Anuradhapura
(2nd Century B.C.) had the inside shrine room of the Ruvanveliseya embellished
with murals depicting scenes from Jataka stories. This practice is still carried on
today in Buddhist viharas in Sri Lanka as well as in Miyanmar (Burma), Thailand,
Cambodia, Laos, and Viet Nam. Fa Hien, who visited Sri Lanka in the fifth
century A.D., recorded that at festival times the city of Anuradhapura was
festooned with paintings from Jataka stories. This practice continues today in
major cities in Sri Lanka during Buddhist days of celebration. Jataka stories are
well depicted in Amaravati, Nalanda, Ajanta, Ellora, Bharhut, Nagarjunikonda,
Borobudur and Angkor Vat. The late historian Mackensey in Buddhism in pre-
Christian Britain (1928) demonstrated that there were artistic works based on
Jataka stories in pre-Christian Britain.

At this point I wish to draw the readeris special attention to three stories in
this collection. The first is when the Enlightened one had been born as a quail. In
the forest where he lived he befriended a monkey and an elephant. They raised a
question among themselves: who was the most experienced and most worthy of
respect?

After discussion, they came to a conclusion: whoever was the oldest
would be the most experienced and the most knowledgeable. Then they had to
decide which among them was the eldest and the most respected. Pointing to a
very large and well-grown banyan tree the elephant said, i Can you remember that
banyan tree in whose shade we used to rest sometimes? I used to scratch my
tummy rubbing on it when I was very little.i Then the monkey responded iOh, I
ate its tender leaves while sitting next to it when I was very young.1 Finally the

quail chirped in, iWhen I was young, I ate a fruit from an old banyan tree.
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Afterwards I left dropping that held a seed that grew into this banyan tree.i They
concluded that the oldest of them was the smallest, the quail. So they began to
respect each other according to their age 1 first the quail, second the monkey, and
last the elephant.

This story teaches respect for elders. It is an essential part of the Buddhist
tradition to respect seniority. Among Buddhist monks this is strictly observed and
it is an offence to violate this seemingly minor rule. It also points to the need to
gain control over conceit, a minor defilement. This very same respect for
seniority may have led to the development of historiography.

The second story, that of a half-blind fox teaches the value of being
grateful. The half-blind fox was caught by a python in his coils and was fighting
for his life. A poor peasant who was collecting wood in the forest helped the fox
escape from his predator. Later the same poor peasant was the victim of a python.
The half blind fox who heard the screams of the peasant ran in to a village field
where a group of men were ploughing field and ran away with their clothing. The
villagers chased after the fox, heard the screams of the helpless man and released
him from the coils of the python.

The third story relates the fate of two parrots who were carried from their
nest in a storm and one dropped in a hermitage and the other in a den of thieves.
The one who fell among the hermits learned and eventually practiced generosity
and became quite gentle. The one who fell among thieves grew up like them fi
cruel, rough and wicked. This story teaches the ill of associating with bad people
and helps to cultivate the mind in many ways. Generosity, the use of gentle
language, the nobility of the ways of wise people, the value of morality and the
evils of unwholesome associations are all thrown into high relief. In this and
many other respects, Jataka stories contributed to happiness and the development

of the minds of young ones. The happiness they engendered went well beyond
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the mundane to reach the supra-mundane. They led mankind to all that is good in
this world and to the ultimate happiness taught by the Buddha.

The sources used in this second volume are as follows:

1. Jataka Pali(Colombo: Buddha Jayanti Tripitaka Series
Publication Board, 1983) i original Pali stanzas.

2. Jataka Pali(Colombo: Simon Hewavitarane Bequest, 1926)
il original Pali Jataka stories in Sinhalese characters.

3. Sinhala Jataka Pot Vahang€olombo: Jinalankara Press,
1928) 11 Sinhalese translation of Pali Jataka stories.

4. Sinhala Jataka Pot Vahang€olombo: Ratnakara Bookshop,
1961) 1 Sinhalese translation of Pali Jataka stories.

5. The Jataka or Stories of the Buddha's Former LivésE. B.
Cowell (London: Pali Text Society, 1981), 6 vols., index i
English translation of Pali Jataka stories.

6. Pansiyapanas Jataka Pot VahariBandaragama: H. W. N.
Prematilaka, 1987) fi Sinhalese summaries of Pali Jataka
stories.

The sequence numbers used for the stories are in the same order as in the
Jataka Paliand The Jataka or Stories of the Buddha’'s Former Liwmsnbers 1
and 5 cited above).

The publishers of this and other volumes, The Buddha Educational
Foundation of Taiwan, are making an inestimable contribution of Dhamma. I
offer my thanks to the Director of the Board and to all donors as well as to the
office staff. They are making an essential contribution that the world badly needs
today.

Since its inception The Buddha Educational Foundation has contributed to

a marked rise in the reading of the Dhamma. While many kinds of reading
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material are cheap and widely available, the precious and valuable works on
DHAMMA that can instruct the minds of the people are scarce and costly. The
Buddha Educational Foundation and its donors have eased the severity of these
problems considerably. I wish to thank them all and say, i Much merit to themi.
May they all be well and happy and live long. May the merit they acquired
through this noble Dhammadana cause them to attain the ultimate happiness of
Nibbana!

I would also like to thank John Patterson for his talents, skills and insights
to create the marvelous illustrations. I wish him the greatest of success in the
future.

I also take this opportunity to appreciate and thank my good-hearted
friends (kalyana mitta), Todd Anderson, for his tireless effort and Tanh Van
Nguyen and Dr. G. Uswattearatchi. My colleagues Ven. Higgoda Khemananda,
Heenbunne Kondanna and Aluthgama Dhammajothi are also especially thanked
for their assistance in our work. May they be able to realize the Dhamma and

attain Nibbana!

May all beings be well and happy!

Kurunegoda Piyatissa

February 28, 1996

Buddhist Literature Society Inc.
New York Buddhist Vihara
84-32 124th Street

Kew Gardens

New York, NY 11415 U.S.A.
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From the Storyteller to the Listeners

When you read or listen to these very old storiegjou
wonder how much is really true, the Buddha gave esom
advice that might help. He said that when youhigtewhat a
monk says you should test the meaning, weigh osidenit,
and depend on your own insides to know the trutih ghen

follow and practice what you know to be true.

Let us praise
the Exalted, Worthy, Fully Self-Enlightened One
and follow the Truth






51

King Goodness the Great
[Perseverance]

[Mahasilava-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while he was dwellimg i
Jetavana temple with regard to a certain monk wé® lax in
meditation, and who was thinking of giving up moakd.
In order to show the value of perseverance, thedBadaid
to the assembly of monks gathered together in tbaghing
hall that in ancient times there was a king who loetl his
kingdom. But through perseverance, he regainedTihe
monks then requested that the Buddha tell the .stAng the
Buddha told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, in Benares in northern India, the
Enlightenment Being was born into the royal famiyhen
he became king he was called Goodness the Great
[Mahasilava]. He had earned this title by trying to do gj@di
the time, even when the results might not benefit. H-or
example, he spent much of the royal treasury orbtileing
and running of six houses of charity. In these beu®od
and aid were given freely to all the poor and nesldyg came
along, even to unknown travelers. Soon King Goosliiks
Great became famous for his patience, loving-kisdrend
compassion. It was said that he loved all beings ljke a
father loves his young children.
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Of course King Goodness observed the holy days by
not eating. And naturally he practiced the ‘Fivaaifimg
Steps’ pafca-#a-s, the first fivesikkhi-padas], giving up
the five unwholesome actionausala-kammss)]. These are:
destroying life, taking what is not given, doingomwg in
sexual ways, speaking falsely, and losing one’sdnimom
alcohol. So his gentle kindness became more and moe.

Since he wished to harm no one, King Goodness the
Great even refused to imprison or injure wrongdoers
Knowing this, one of his highest ministers tried take
advantage of him. He cooked up a scheme to chea sb
the women in the royal harem. Afterwards it bec&mewn
by all and was reported to the king.

He called the bad minister before him and saidhaite
investigated and found that you have done a criach
Word of it has spread and you have dishonored gtfunsre
in Benares. So it would be better for you to go dnd
somewhere else. You may take all your wealth angr yo
family. Go wherever you like and live happily theteearn
from this lesson.”

Then the minister took his family and all his bejorgs
to the city of Kosala. Since he was very cleveregutl he
worked his way up and became a minister of the.Kmgme
he became the most trusted adviser to the King axfal&.
One day he said, “My lord, | came here from Benaflé®e
city of Benares is like a beehive where the beeg he
stingers! The ruling king is very tender and weakth only
a very small army you can easily conquer the aig make
it yours.”

The king doubted this, so he said, “You are my
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minister, but you talk like a spy who is leading m& a
trap!” He replied, “No my lord. If you don’t believme, send
your best spies to examine what | say. | am noiglyWhen
robbers are brought to the King of Benares, hesgthem
money, advises them not to take what is not gieea, then
lets them go free.”

The king decided to find out if this was true. Sosent
some robbers to raid a remote border village béhango
Benares. The villagers caught the looters and linoilnggm to
King Goodness the Great. He asked them, “Why dovwenui
to do this type of crime?”

The robbers answered, “Your worship, we are poor
people. There is no way to live without money. Asury
kingdom has plenty of workers, there is no workusrto do.
So we had to loot the country in order to survivdéaring
this, the king gave them gifts of money, advisednthto
change their ways, and let them go free.

When the King of Kosala was told of this, he sent
another gang of bandits to the streets of Ben#éseH.iThey
too looted the shops and even killed some of thaplee
When they were captured and brought to King Googlnes
treated them just the same as the first robbers.

Learning of this, the King of Kosala began marching
his troops and elephants towards Benares.

In those days the King of Benares had a mighty army
which included very brave elephants. There were yman
ordinary soldiers, and also some who were as bgjaads. It
was known that they were capable of conquerintndib.

The giant soldiers told King Goodness about thellsma
invading army from Kosala. They asked permissioattack
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and kill them all.

But King Goodness the Great would not send them int
battle. He said, “My children, do not fight just $anay
remain king. If we destroy the lives of others vsoalestroy
our own peace of mind. Why should we kill otherg? them
have the kingdom if they want it so badly. | do mash to
fight.”

The royal ministers said, “Our lord, we will figlltem
ourselves. Don’t worry yourself. Only give us theer.” But
again he prevented them.

Meanwhile the King of Kosala sent him a warning,
telling him to give up the kingdom or fight. Kingo@dness
the Great sent this reply: “I do not want you ghti with me,
and you do not want me to fight with you. If younwdhe
country, you can have it. Why should we kill peoplst to
decide the name of the king? What does it matten dlie
name of the country itself?”

Hearing this, the ministers came forward and pldade
“Our lord, let us go out with our mighty army. Wallvibeat
them with our weapons and capture them all. Wenaweh
stronger than they. We would not have to kill afythem.
And besides, if we surrender the city, the enemyyarould
surely kill us all!”

But King Goodness would not be moved. He refused to
cause harm to anyone. He replied, “Even if you dbowish
to kill, by fighting many will be injured. By accaht some
may die. No one knows the future — whether ourchktes
will kill us or not. But we do know whether our pent
actions are right or wrong. Therefore | will notrima or
cause others to harm, any living being!”
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Then King Goodness ordered the city gates be opened
up for the invaders. He took his ministers to the floor of
the palace and advised them, “Say nothing andtrgmain
calm.”

The King of Kosala entered the city of Benares saa
that no one was against him. He surrounded thd pajace.
He found that even the palace doors were opemto $0 he
and his soldiers entered and went up to the tapr.flbhey
captured the innocent King Goodness the Great.soltkers
tied the hands of the defeated king and all higsters.

Then they were taken to the cemetery outside tiye ci
They were buried up to their necks, standing dtitaugp, with
only their heads above ground. But even while tineveas
being trampled down around his neck, the Great @®ein
[Bodhisatta] remained without anger in his mind aaid
nothing.

Their discipline and obedience to King Goodnessewer
SO great that not a single minister spoke a woralineg)
anyone. But the King of Kosala had no mercy. Hel sai
roughly, “Come nighttime, let the jackals do asytpkease!”

And so it came to pass that, at midnight, a laayedbof
jackals wandered into the cemetery. They could Isanfeast
of human flesh waiting for them.

Seeing them coming, King Goodness and his ministers
shouted all at once and scared the jackals awaizeTmwore
this happened. Then the clever jackals realizedeS€ men
must have been put here for us to kill and eat.”|dimer
afraid, they ignored the shouts. The jackal kindke right
up to the face of King Goodness.

The king offered his throat to the beast. But befoe
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could bite into him, the king grabbed the jackalsn with
his teeth. Not harming him, King Goodness grippéch h
tightly so the jackal king howled in fear. Thisghitened his
followers and they all ran away.

Meanwhile the jackal king thrashed back and forth,
trying madly to free himself from the mighty jaw$ the
human king. In so doing, he loosened the dirt pdcweund
the king’s neck and shoulders. Then King Goodneleased
the screaming jackal. He was able to wiggle him&eé
from the loosened earth and pull himself up ontoglound.
Then he freed all his frightened ministers.

Nearby there was a dead body. It just so happdred t
it was lying on the border of the territories claunby two
rival demons. They were arguing over the divisidnthe
body, insulting each other in ways that only demcens.

Then one demon said to the other, “Why should we
continue quarreling instead of eating? Right ovesre is
King Goodness the Great of Benares. He is famouallin
worlds for his righteousness. He will divide theddody for
us.”

They dragged the body to the king and asked him to
divide it between them fairly. He said, “My dearefids, |
would be glad to divide this for you. But | am iyt and
dirty. | must clean myself first.”

The two demons used their magic powers to bring
scented water, perfume, clothing, ornaments andefi®
from the king's own palace in Benares. He bathediumed
himself, dressed, and covered himself with ornasemtd
flower garlands.

The demons asked King Goodness if there was
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anything else they could do. He replied that he asgry.

So, again by their magic powers, the demons brotight
most delicious flavored rice in a golden bowl aretfpmed

drinking water in a golden cup — also from the t@aace in

Benares.

When he was satisfied, King Goodness asked them to
bring him the sword of state from the pillow of thkeng of
Kosala, who was sleeping in the palace in Benahdh
magic this too was easily done. Then the king tksedword
to cut the dead body in two halves, right downgpme. He
washed the sword of state and strapped it to tes si

The hungry demons happily gobbled up the fairly
divided dead body. Then they gratefully said to d<in
Goodness, “Now that our bellies are full, is tharg/thing
else we can do to please you?”

He replied, “By your magic, set me in my own bedanoo
in the palace next to the King of Kosala. In aduhtiput all
these my ministers back in their homes.” Withowtaad, the
demons did exactly as the king had asked.

At that moment the King of Kosala was fast asleep |
the royal bedchamber. King Goodness the Great \gentl
touched the belly of the sleeping king with the mvof state.
The king awoke in great surprise. In the dim lagiuilihe
was frightened to see King Goodness leaning ovear\kith
sword in hand. He had to rub his eyes to make lsere/as
not having a nightmare!

Then he asked the great king, “My lord, how did you
come here in spite of all my guards? You were louup to
your neck in the cemetery — how is it you are s3slly
clean, sweet smelling, dressed in your own royaksp and
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decorated with fine jewelry and the loveliest flog#
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King Goodness told him the story of his escapenfro
the band of jackals. He told of the two demons whme to
him to settle their quarrel. And he told how thewtgfully
helped him with their magic powers.

On hearing this, the King of Kosala was overcome by
his own shame. He bowed his head to King Goodness t
Great and cried, “Oh great king, the stupid ferasidemons,
who live by eating the flesh and drinking the blaafddead
bodies — they recognized your supreme goodness, Biio
was lucky enough to be born as an intelligent andized
human being — | have been too foolish to see hondedul
your pure goodness is.

“I promise never again to plot against you, my lerd
you who have gained such perfect harmlessness. IAnd
promise to serve you forever as the truest of @iserPlease
forgive me, great king.” Then, as if he were a astythe
King of Kosala laid King Goodness the Great downtloa
royal bed, while he himself lay on a small couch.

The next day the King of Kosala called all his smisl
into the palace courtyard. There he publicly prige King
of Benares and asked his forgiveness once agairgaide
back the kingdom and promised that he would alvpagtect
King Goodness. Then he punished his adviser, tinaral
minister, and returned to Kosala with all his treoand
elephants.

King Goodness the Great was sitting majesticalljisn
golden throne, with its legs like those of a gazelle was
shaded from the sun by the pure white royal undoréile
taught his loyal subjects saying, “People of Besare
wholesomeness begins with giving up the five unebame
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actions once and for all. The highest qualitiesha& good
person, whether ruler or subject, are loving-kirsgnmetti]
and compassionkfruza). Filled with these qualities, one
cannot harm another — no matter what the reastimeacost.
No matter how dangerous the threat, one must penesemtil
the greatness of the good heart wins in the end.”

Throughout the rest of his reign, the people ofddesn
lived peacefully and happily. King Goodness the dBre
continued performing wholesome works. Eventuallydies
and was reborn as he deserved.

The Buddha then identified the births in this way:

“The bad minister in those days is today Devadatta
The king’s good ministers are today the Buddhassigies.
And I, myself, was King Goodness the Great.”

The moral: “Refusing to harm others, the good heants
over all.”
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52, 539

King Fruitful and Queen Sivali

[52. Cizlajanaka-Jitakal

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan

temple with regard to a monk who had given up penseg

in his vows. The story was told to illustrate gseyance in
the face of troubles. The story is similar to hahazjanaka-
Jataka [No. 539]. At the end of this story, the wavering
monk attained sainthood [Arahant-ship]. Both the
background behind the telling of the story, and shery
itself, will come later on.



[639. Mahajanaka-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
temple about his renunciation of lay life. The Bbd said
that he gained wisdom after renouncing worldly pleas,
and after renouncing his kingdom, in former tintes, And
the monks assembled in the preaching hall askeBuldeha
to tell the story of the past. The Buddha told sty in this
way:

[Chapter 1. Rebirth of the Bodhisatta]

Once upon a time in the city of Mithi] there was a
king who had two sons. The older one was namedrBadf
[Ari tthajanaka], and his younger brother was called Raorf
[Polajanaka].

While they were still fairly young, the king mades h
older son the crown prince. He was second in conanaaual
next in line to the throne. Prince Poorfruit became
commander of the army.

Eventually the old king died and Prince Badfruit
became the new king. Then his brother became cpoince.

! Mithila was once the capital of Videha, the kingdom of the ticawil father-in-
law of the Hindu god Bma. Like the main character of the story here hive)
too, was King Janaka. By the time of the Buddha, thgddm of Janaka had
disappeared and its capital city Mighilad lost its importance.
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Before long, a certain servant took a dislikingCt@mwn
Prince Poorfruit. He went to King Badfruit and tadlie —
that his brother was planning to kill him. At fitste king did
not believe him. But after the servant kept repgathe lie,
the king became frightened. So he had Prince Robput in
chains and locked up in the palace dungeon.

The prince thought, “I am a righteous man who does
not deserve these chains. | never wanted to kilbnayher. |
wasn’'t even angry at him. So now | call on the powak
Truth [Saccan]. If what | say is true, may these chains fall
off and the dungeon doors be opened!” Miraculoubly
chains broke in pieces, the door opened, and tneegfled
to an outlying village. The people there recognizedh.
Since they respected him they helped him, and ithg \kas
unable to capture him.

Even though he lived in hiding, the crown prince
became the master of the entire remote regionime he
raised a large army. He thought, “Although | wag ao
enemy to my brother at first, | must be an enemyita
now.” So he took his army and surrounded the city o
Mithil a.

He sent a message to King Badfruit — “I was notryou
enemy, but you have made me so. Therefore | have ¢o
wage war against you. | give you a choice — eitiiee me
your crown and kingdom, or come out and fight.” Hieg of
this, most of the city people went out and joineel prince.

King Badfruit decided to wage war. He would do
anything to keep his power. Before going out with drmy,
he went to say good-bye to his number one queen wals
expecting a baby very soon. He said to her, “My]aw one
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knows who will win this war. Therefore, if | die yamust
protect the child inside you.” Then he bravely weffitto war
and was quickly killed by the soldiers of his endongther.

The news of the king’'s death spread through the cit
The queen disguised herself as a poor dirty homglesson.
She put on old rags for clothes and smeared ditieygelf.
She put some of the king’'s gold and her own mostipus
jewelry into a basket. She covered these with didg that
no one would want to steal. Then she left the gataarying
the basket on her head. It was still before surars®no one
recognized her.

She left the city by the northern gate. Since saé h
always lived inside the city, the queen had no mbare to
go from there. She had heard of a city called Gahghe sat
down at the side of the road and began askingyd@a was
going to Camp.

It just so happened that the one who was aboutto b
born was no ordinary baby. This was not his filfet dr his
first birth. Millions of years before, he had beefollower of
a long-forgotten teaching ‘Buddha’ — a fully ‘Enrtigned
One’. He had wished with all his heart to beconteuddha
just like his beloved master.

He was reborn in many lives — sometimes as poor
animals, sometimes as long-living gods and somstias
human beings. He always tried to learn from higakiss and

2 Camp was the capital city of the ifya kingdom on the northwest border of
modern-day West Bengal. It was a river port of conalolerimportance. From
it, ships would sail down the Ganges and coast to sucaespéecBurma and South
India, returning with jewels and spices.
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develop the ‘Ten Perfectionsti@sa-giramiti-s]°. This was
so he could purify his mind and remove the thres causes
of unwholesomenessakusala-mla-s] — the poisons of
craving, anger and the delusion of a separate Bglfising

the Perfections, he would someday be able to replae

poisons with the three puritiesti-parisuddhis] —

nonattachment globhd, loving-kindness 4dosd and

wisdom amoh4.

This ‘Great Being’ had been a humble follower of th
forgotten Buddha. His goal was to gain the same
enlightenment of a Buddha — the experience of cetapl
Truth. So people call him ‘Bodhisatta’, which means
‘Enlightenment Being’. No one really knows aboute th
millions of lives lived by this great hero. But nyastories
have been told — including this one about a preggaeren
who was about to give birth to him. After many more
rebirths, he became the Buddha who is rememberdd an
loved in all the world today.

At the time of our story, the Enlightenment Beiragdh
already achieved the Ten Perfections. So the gbbriis
coming birth caused a trembling in all the heaveorlas,
including the Heaven of 33 ruled by King Sakka. W
felt the trembling, being a god he knew it was eauy the
unborn babe inside the disguised Queen of MithAind he
knew this must be a being of great merit. So héde@elcto go
and help out.

King Sakka made a covered carriage with a bed,in it

® The ‘Ten Perfections’ of an Enlightenment Being ayiging (liberality),
morality, renunciation, wisdom, energy, patience, tutafss, resolution, loving
kindness, and equanimity.



and appeared at the roadside in front of the preggaeen.
He looked just like an ordinary old man. He calbed, “Does
anyone need a ride to Caa® The homeless queen
answered, “l wish to go there, kind sir.” “Come hwiine
then,” the old man said.

Since the birth was not far off, the pregnant queas
quite large. She said, “I cannot climb up into yoarriage.
Simply carry my basket and | will walk behind.” Tiodd
man, the king of the gods, replied, “Never mind!vhie
mind! | am the cleverest driver around. So don'rnywoJust
step into my cart!”

Lo and behold, as she lifted her foot, King Sakka
magically caused the ground under her to rise upsise
easily stepped down into the carriage. Imnmediathly knew
this must be a god, and fell fast asleep.

Sakka drove the cart until he came to a river. Tihen
awakened the lady and said, “Wake up, daughter baitice
in this river. Dress yourself in this fine clothinghave
brought you. Then eat a packet of rice.” She obé&yed and
then lay down and slept some more.

In the evening she awoke and saw tall houses altsl wa
She asked, “What is this city, father?” He saidhi$Tis
Camp.” She asked, “In so short a time? | heard it washg
way to Camp.” King Sakka replied, “l took a short cut. Now
that we are at the southern gate of the city, yay safely
enter in. | must go on to my own far-off villageSo they
parted and Sakka disappeared in the distancennetuto his
heaven world.

The queen entered the city and sat down at an inn.
There happened to be a wise man living in Carkie recited
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spells and gave advice to help people who were erck
unfortunate. While on his way to bathe in the riwéth 500
followers, he saw the beautiful queen from a distarThe
great goodness of the unborn one within gave keftavarm
glow, which only the wise man noticed. At once # &
kind and gentle liking for her, just as if she wéie own
youngest sister. So he left his followers outsidé went into
the inn.

He asked her, “Sister, what village are you fror8@é
replied, “I am the number one queen of King Badfifi
Mithil a.”

He asked, “Then why did you come here?” “My
husband was killed by the army of his brother, €&in
Poorfruit,” she said. “| was afraid, so | ran awayprotect
the unborn one within me.” The wise man asked, {iDa
have any relatives in this city?” She said, “Na”sithen he
said, “Don’t worry at all. | was born in a rich fagnand |
myself am rich. | will care for you just as | wouialr my own
young sister. Now you must call me brother and dpald of
my feet and cry out.”

When she did this, the followers came inside. Theew
man explained to them that she was his long loahgest
sister. He told his closest followers to take leehis home in
a covered cart. He told them to tell his wife ttlas was his
sister, who was to be cared for.

They did exactly as he had said. The wife welcomed
her, gave her a hot bath, and made her rest in bed.

After bathing in the river the wise man returneanieo
At dinnertime he asked his sister to join them.eAfinner
he invited her to stay in his home.
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In only a few days the queen gave birth to a wdindler
little baby boy. She named him Fruitful [Maanaka,
Fruitful the Great]. She told the wise man this wWas name
of the boy’s grandfather, who had once been Kinlglibhil a.

[Chapter 2. Gaining Power]

The baby grew into a little boy. His friends toak t
making fun of him for not being of high-class bitike they
were. So he went and asked his mother who hisrfaths.
She told him to pay no attention to what the oftttaidren
said. She told him his father was the dead Kingfiadof
Mithila, and how the throne had been stolen by his brother
Prince Poorfruit. After that, it didn’'t bother hinvhen the
others called him “son of a widow.”

Before he was 16, the bright young Fruitful learadd
there was to know about religion, literature anel gkills of a
warrior. He grew into a very handsome young man.

He decided it was time to regain his rightful crown
which had been stolen by his uncle. So he wentaakdd his
mother, “Do you have any of the wealth that belahtgemy
father?” She said, “Of course! | did not escape tgmp
handed. Thinking of you, | brought pearls, jewelsda
diamonds. So there is no need for you to work fay. {50
directly and take back your kingdom.”

But he said, “No, mother, | will take only half.wiill
sail to Burma [Suuwmabhimi], the land of gold, and make
my fortune there.” His mother said, “No my son,dttoo
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dangerous to sail abroad. There is plenty of fa&thare!” He
said, “I must leave half with you, my mother, sayzan live
in comfort as a queen should.” So saying, he de@dny ship
for Burma.

On the same day that Prince Fruitful set sail,umgle
King Poorfruit became very ill. He was so sick thatcould
no longer leave his bed.

Meanwhile, on the ship bound for Burma there were
some 350 people. It sailed for seven days. Ther tivas a
violent storm that damaged and weakened the ship. A
except the prince cried out in fear and prayedép to their
various gods. But the Bodhisatta did not cry oufear; the
Enlightenment Being did not pray to any god forphel
Instead he helped himself.

He filled his belly with concentrated butter mixetth
sugar, since he didn’'t know how long it would bdobe his
next meal. He soaked his clothes in oil to protaotself
from the cold ocean water and help him stay afld@ien
when the ship began to sink, he went and held dinetonast,
for it was the tallest part of the ship. As the ldeank
underwater, he pulled himself up the mast.

Meanwhile his trembling praying shipmates were
sucked underwater and gobbled up by hungry fishrarge
turtles. Soon the water all around turned red fidood.

As the ship sank, Prince Fruitful reached the tbfhe
mast. To avoid being devoured in the sea of blbegumped
mightily from the tip of the mast — in the directiof the
kingdom of Mithie. And at the same time as he saved
himself from the snapping jaws of the fish andlésitKing
Poorfruit died in his bed.
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After his mighty leap from the top of the maste th
prince fell into the emerald-colored sea. His belined like
gold as he swam for seven days and seven nighen Ta
saw it was the fasting day of the full moon. Sqhsfied his
mouth by washing it out with salt water and obseériee
‘Eight Training Steps’ rhangika uposathp®

Once upon a time in the very distant past, the gdds
the four directions had appointed a goddessniMakhak]
to be the protector of the oceans. They had toidthed her
duty was to protect especially all those who hoaad
respect their mothers and other elders. All sudig did not
deserve to fall into the sea, were to be protelieker.

It just so happened that Prince Fruitful was on@ wh
deserved the protection of the ocean goddess. @utht
seven days and seven nights that he had been swgmnmi
through the sea, the goddess had not been payemgtian
and doing her duty! She had been too busy enjdyaayenly
pleasures to remember to keep watch on the oceans.

Finally she remembered her duty and looked over the
oceans. Then she saw the golden prince strugglinthe
emerald sea after seven days and seven nightsirohswg.
She thought, “If | let this Prince Fruitful die the ocean, |

* These are thpafica-§la-s, the ‘Five Rules of Morality,’ or first five ohe ten
(dasa) sikkhi-padas ‘Training Steps,” not taking life, not taking whatrist
yours, not engaging in sexual wrongdoing, not speaking falaaty not losing
one’s mind from alcohol, to which are added: not eaahgmproper times;
avoiding dancing, singing and playing music; and not wearingrgis and using
unguents, perfumes and makeup. Together, these are theidistof the ten
(dasa) sikkhi-padas. The lay Buddhist community is supposed to observe the
first five at all times, but on new, full and half modays, eighsikkhz-padas, or
‘Training Steps’ are observed. Heneghangika uposathda fast day with its
eight constituents.’

285



will no longer be welcome in the company of the goior
truly, he is the Enlightenment Being!”

So she took on a form of splendor and beauty, and
floated in the air near him. Wishing to learn Tr{ffinhamma]
from him, she asked, “Without seeing the shordnefdcean,
why are you trying to reach the ocean’s end?”

Hearing those words the prince thought, “For theese
days I've been swimming, | have met no one. Who ttas
be?” When he saw the goddess above him he said, “Oh
lovely goddess, | know that effort is the way o thorld. So
as long as | am in this world, | will try and tgyen in mid-
ocean with no shore to be seen.”

Wishing to learn more from him, she tested him by
saying, “This vast ocean stretches much farther o can
see, without reaching a shore. Your effort is wssele for
here you must die!”

The prince replied, “Dear goddess, how can effert b
useless? For he who never gives up trying cannbidmed,
either by his relatives here below or by the gdusva. So he
has no regrets. No matter how impossible it sedrhs,stops
trying he causes his own downfall!”

Pleased with his answers, the protecting goddessde
him one last time. She asked, “Why do you contirdegn
there really is no reward to be gained except pathdeath?”

He answered her again, like a teacher to a pupils “
the way of the world that people make plans andameach
their goals. The plans may succeed or fail — omhe twill
tell — but the value is in the effort itself in th@resent
moment.

“And besides, oh goddess, can’t you see that mgrect
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have already brought results? My shipmates onlygufand
they are dead! But | have been swimming for se\ars énd
seven nights — and lo and behold havaare, floating above
me! So | will swim with all my might, even acrossetwhole
ocean, to reach the shore. While | have an ounstrength
I'll try and try again!”

Completely satisfied, the ocean goddess who pmotect
the good said, “You who bravely fight the mightyeaan
against hopeless odds, you who refuse to run froemtdask
before you, go wherever your heart desires! Forhyaee my
protection and no one can stop you. Just tell merevhmay
carry you to.”

The prince told her he wished to go to MiahilThe
goddess gently lifted him like a bouquet of flowarsd laid
him on her chest, like a loving mother with her bew
babe. Then she flew through the air, while the dfniénment
Being slept, cradled against her heavenly body.

Arriving at Mithila, she laid him on a sacred stone in a
garden of mangos, and told the garden goddessesttd
over him. Then the protector goddess of the ocessned
to her heaven world home.

The dead King Poorfruit had left behind only a
daughter, no sons. She was well educated and anskeher
name was Princess\al.

When the king was dying, the ministers asked him,
“Who will be the next king?” King Poorfruit saidWhoever
can satisfy my daughtem&ili; whoever recognizes the head
of the royal square bed; whoever can string the thawonly
a thousand men can string; or whoever can find.éhleidden
treasures.”
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After the funeral of the king, the ministers began
searching for a new king. First they looked for arie could
satisfy the princess. They called for the gendréh® army.

Princess wali wished to test him, so Mithilcould be
ruled by a strong leader. She told him to come ¢o. h
Immediately he ran up the royal staircase. She, sdid
prove your strength, run back and forth in the gala
Thinking only of pleasing her, the general ran bacH forth
until she motioned for him to stop. Then she séibw
jump up and down.” Again the general did as he s
without thinking. Finally the princess told him, 6@e here
and massage my feet.” He sat in front of her angabe
rubbing her feet.

Suddenly she put her foot against his chest arkedic
him down the royal staircase. She turned to heietath
waiting and said, “This fool has no common senseththks
the only strength is in running around and jumpupgyand
down and following orders without thinking. He has
strength of character. He lacks the will power reetb rule
a kingdom. So throw him out of here at once!”

Later the general was asked about his meeting with
Princess &ali. He said, “I don't want to talk about it. She is
not human!”

The same thing happened with the treasurer, the
cashier, the keeper of the royal seal and the swatdsman.
The princess found them all to be unworthy fools.

So the ministers decided to give up on the prineess
find someone who could string the bow that onlh@usand
men can string. But again they could find no onmil&rly,
they could find no one who knew the head of thaksguare

28



bed, or who could find the 16 treasures.

The ministers became more and more worried that the
could not find a suitable king. So they consultkd toyal
family priest. He said to them, “Calm down, my fras. We
will send out the royal festival carriage. The anhstops for
will be able to rule over all India.”

So they decorated the carriage and yoked the fast m
beautiful royal horses to it. The high priest skiea the
carriage with holy water from a sacred golden pmtciHe
proclaimed, “Now go forth, riderless carriage, dmdl the
worthy one with enough merit to rule the kingdom.”

The horses pulled the carriage around the palade an
then down the main avenue of MithilThey were followed
by the four armies — the elephants, chariots, cawald foot
soldiers.

The most powerful politicians of the city expecthe
procession to stop in front of their houses. Bstead it left
the city by the eastern gate and went straighbéomango
garden. Then it stopped in front of the sacred estwhere
Prince Fruitful was sleeping.

The chief priest said, “Let us test this sleepingnnio
see if he is worthy to be king. If he is the one,will not be
frightened by the noise of the drums and instruseftall
four armies.” So they made a great clanging ndse,the
prince just turned over on his other side, remgrasleep.
Then they made the noise again, even louder. Agan
prince simply rolled over from side to side.

The head priest examined the soles of the feeh®f t
sleeping one. He said, “This man can rule not dutithil a,



but the whole world in all four directior’s.So he awakened
the prince and said, “My lord, arise, we beg yolb&our
king.”

Prince Fruitful replied, “What happened to yourdéi
“He died,” said the priest. “Did he have any chaid?” asked
the prince. “Only a daughter, Princegsdh,” answered the
priest. Then Prince Fruitful agreed to be the newg k

The chief priest spread jewels on the sacred sifter.
bathing, the prince sat among the jewels. He wasldpd
with perfumed water from the gold anointing bowheh he
was crowned King Fruitful. The new king rode in tloyal
chariot, followed by a magnificent procession, backtihe
city of Mithila and the palace.

Princess Wal still wished to test the king. So she sent
a man to tell him she wished him to come at oncd.K8ng
Fruitful ignored him, simply continuing to inspdbie palace
with its furnishings and works of art.

The messenger told this to the princess and shidgen
back two more times with the same results. He teddrack
to her, “This is a man who knows his own mind, aasily
swayed. He paid as little attention to your worslsve pay to
the grass when we step on it!”

Soon the king arrived at the throne room, where the
princess was waiting. He walked steadily up theakoy
staircase — not hurrying, not slowing down, bunndigd like
a strong young lion. The princess was so impregsedis

> A universal monarch chkkavattil can be prognosticated by thirty-two
auspicious marks that are on his body, such as webbedsfiage toes, eyebrows
that are joined together, flat feet, and on the sofelsis feet lines forming the
image of a wheel complete with spokes and hub.
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attitude that she went to him, respectfully gava her hand,
and led him to the throne. He gracefully sat ontkinene.

Then he asked the royal ministers, “Did the presiou
king leave behind any advice for testing the nexgjR” “Yes
lord,” they said, “Whoever can satisfy my daughterali.”
The king responded, “You have seen the princessmgi her
hand. Was there another test?”

They said, “Whoever recognizes the head of thalroy
square bed.” The king took a golden hairpin frora head
and gave it to Princess\ali, saying, “Put this away for me.”
Without thinking, she put it on the head of the .b&sdl if he
had not heard it the first time, King Fruitful aské¢he
ministers to repeat the question. When they digydieted to
the golden hairpin.

“Was there another test?” asked the king. “Yes,tord
replied the ministers, “Whoever can string the kinat only
a thousand men can string.” When they broughbihe, the
king strung it without even rising from the throrée did it
as easily as a woman bends the rod that untangtemdor
spinning.

“Are there any more tests?” the king asked. The
ministers said, “Whoever can find the 16 hiddemagures.’
These are the last tests.”

“What is the first on the list?” he asked. Theydsai
“The first is the treasure of the rising sun.” Kifguitful
realized that there must be some trick to findirache
treasure. He knew that a Silent Buddha [PaccekaiBaidis
often compared to the glory of the sun. So he gsk&tiere
did the king go to meet and feed Silent BuddhasRékithey
showed him the place, he had them dig up thetfigsisure.
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The second was the treasure of the setting surg Kin
Fruitful realized this must be where the old kingdhsaid
good-bye to Silent Buddhas. In the same manneoun&dfall
the hidden treasures.

The people were happy that he had passed all sk te
As his first official act, he had houses of chabtyilt in the
center of the city and at each of the four gates.ddnated
the entire 16 treasures to be given to the poomaedy.

Then he sent for his mother, queen of the dead King
Badfruit, and also for the kind wise man of Caimde gave
them both the honor they deserved.

All the people of the kingdom came to Mithito
celebrate the restoration of the royal line. Thegatated the
city with fragrant flower garlands and incense. yheovided
cushioned seats for visitors. There were fruiteeds; drinks
and cooked foods everywhere. The ministers anavéadthy
brought musicians and dancing girls to entertaim king.
There were beautiful poems recited by wise men, and
blessings chanted by holy men.

The Enlightenment Being, King Fruitful, sat on the
throne under the royal white umbrella. In the midstthe
great celebration he seemed as majestic as thermgayod,
King Sakka. He remembered his great effort struggin the
ocean against all odds, when even the ocean goddekss
abandoned him. Only because of that almost hopeféss,
he himself was now as magnificent as a god. THedlfhim
with such joy that he spoke this rhyme —

“Things happen unexpectedly, and prayers may not
come true:
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But effort brings results that neither thoughts nor
prayers can do.”

After the wonderful celebration, King Fruitful raen
Mithila with perfect righteousness. And he humbly gave
honor and alms food to Silent Buddhas — enlightenrees
living in a time when their teachings could notumelerstood.

In the fullness of time QueenV@ali gave birth to a son.
Because the wise men of the court saw signs oh@ énd
glorious life ahead of him, he was named Princeglite
[Dighavukumara]. When he grew up, the king made him
second in command.

[Chapter 3. Giving Up Power]

This story happened very long ago, at a time when
people lived much longer lives, even 10,000 yeddér
King Fruitful had ruled for about 7,000 years, usj so
happened that the royal gardener brought him aacesfy
wonderful collection of fruits and flowers. He lidkéhem so
much that he wanted to see the garden. So the rgarde
arranged and decorated the garden, and inviteddnsit.

The king set out on a royal elephant, followed by t
entire court and many of the ordinary people of hiftit
When he entered through the garden gate he saw two
beautiful mango trees. One was full of perfectbermangos,
while the other was completely without fruit. Hekoone of
the fruits and enjoyed its delicious sweet tastedecided to
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eat more of them on his return trip.

When the people saw that the king had eaten the fir
fruit, they knew it was all right for them to e&t.no time at
all the mangos had been eaten. When the fruits gene,
some even broke the twigs and stripped the leab@ang
for more.

When King Fruitful returned he saw that the treeswa
stripped bare and nearly destroyed. At the same tine
fruitless tree remained as beautiful as befordynght green
leaves shining in the sunlight.

The king asked his ministers, “What has happened
here?” They explained, “Since your majesty atefitisefruit,
the people felt free to devour the rest. Searclangmore
fruits they even destroyed the leaves and twigs. filntless
tree was spared and remains beautiful, since inbdsuit.”

The king was saddened by this. He thought, “This
fruitful tree was destroyed, but the fruitless avees spared.
My kingship is like the fruitful tree — the moreetipower and
possessions, the greater the fear of losing thém.hbly life
of a simple monk is like the fruitless tree — giyinp power
and possessions leads to freedom from fear.”

So the Great Being decided to give up his wealith an
power, to leave the glory of kingship behind, t@adon the
constant task of protecting his position. Insteadiécided to
put all his effort into living the pure life of ansple monk.
Only then could he discover lasting deep happinets;h
would spread to others as well.

He returned to the city. Standing next to the palgate,
he called for the commander of the army. He sakdorh
Nnow on, no one is to see my face except a servamyibg
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food and a servant bringing water and toothbrustu #nd
the ministers will rule according to the old lawwill live as
a simple monk on the top floor of the palace.”

After he had lived for a while in this way, the péo
began to wonder about the change in him. One dapwd
gathered in the palace courtyard. They said, “Owng ks not
as he was before. He no longer wants to see dancilgjen
to singing or watch bullfights and elephant fightsyo to his
pleasure garden and see the swans on the pondsduésy
he not speak to us?” They asked the servants whamhbt the
king his food and water, “Does he tell you anytihg

They said, “He is trying to keep his mind from tkimg
about desirable things, so it will be peaceful artblesome
like the minds of his old friends, the Silent BudgdhHe is
trying to develop the purity of the ones who owithmog but
good qualities. Once we even heard him say out, l[du@n
think only of the Silent Buddhas, free from chasordinary
pleasures. Their freedom makes them truly happye- will
take me to where they live?”

King Fruitful had been living on the top floor did
palace trying to be a simple monk for only aboutirfo
months. At that point he realized there were toonyna
distractions in the beautiful kingdom of MithilHe saw them
as only an outer show keeping him from finding inpeace
and Truth [Dhamma]. So he decided, once and fotcatiive
up everything and become a forest monk and goitivibe
Himalaya Mountains.

He had the yellow robes and begging bowl of a monk
brought to him. He ordered the royal barber to shas head
and beard. Then early the next morning, he begdkinga
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down the royal staircase.

Meanwhile Queeni8ali had heard about his plans. She
gathered together the 700 most beautiful queeniseofoyal
harem and took them up the staircase. They passagl K
Fruitful coming down, but didn’t recognize him dsed as a
monk. When they got to the top floor, Queamnas found it
empty, with only the king’s shaven hair and bediltithere.
Instantly she realized the unknown monk must be her
husband.

All 701 queens ran down the stairs to the palace
courtyard. There they followed the king-turned-momis
Queen $al had instructed them, they all let down their hair
and tried to entice the king to stay. They cried @ned,
pleading with him, “Why are you doing this?” Thelh the
people of the city became very upset and begaonwoig
him. They were weeping as they cried out, “We hlasard
that our king has become a simple monk. How careves
find such a good and fair ruler again?”

The 700 harem queens, wearing all their lovelysveil
and rich jewelry, crying and begging, did not chartbe
mind of the Enlightenment Being. For he had madg hi
decision and was determined to stick to it. He gaén up
the gold anointing bowl of state, which had pagbedoower
of the royal family to him. Instead he now carri@ay the
plain clay begging bowl of a humble monk, a seekéruth
[Dhamma].

Finally Queen ®al stopped crying. She saw that the
beautiful queens from the harem had not stopped her
husband. So she went to the commander of the Bimg.
told him to set a fire among the slum houses arash@ébned
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buildings that were in the king's path. She toldhhio set
fires of brush and wet leaves in different areathefcity, to
make a lot of smoke.

When this was done she fell to the ground at thg’&i
feet and cried, “All Mithi& is burning, my lord! The beautiful
buildings with their valuable art works, preciougtals and
jewels, and treasures are all being destroyed.rRketh king,
and save your riches before it is too late.”

But the Enlightenment Being replied, “All theserits
belong to others. | own nothing. So I'm not afraifdlosing
anything. And losing things can’'t make me sad. Mwydnis
at peace.”

Then he left the city through the northern gatd| st
followed by all 701 queens. According to Queeab's
instructions, they showed him villages being roblzedl
destroyed. There were armed men attacking, whiherst
seemed wounded and dead. But what looked like bizesl
really just red dye, and the dead were only pretgndlrhe
king knew it was a trick, since there were no actabbers
and plunderers in the kingdom in the first place.

After walking still farther, the king stopped anskad
his ministers, “Whose kingdom is this?” “Yours, @rd,”
they said. “Then punish any who cross this lines"ondered,
as he drew a line across the road. No one, inaduQneen
Sivali, dared to cross the line. But when she saw thg kin
continuing on down the road, with his back to stre was
grief-stricken. Beating her breast she fell acrdss line.
Once the line was crossed, the whole crowd lodeds and
followed her.

Queen $/ali kept the army with her as the entire crowd
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kept following King Fruitful. He continued for manmiles,
heading for the Himalayas in the north.

Meanwhile, there was a very advanced monk named
Narada, who lived in a golden cave in the Himalay#eswas
a very wise man. By great mental effort he had egin
supernatural powers that only the highest holy mensaid
to have. After meditating in a wonderful trance forfull
week he suddenly shouted, “What happiness! Oh, what
happiness!”

Then, using his special powers, he looked out aller
India to see if there was anyone who was sincesegking
that same happiness, free of all the distractidribeoworld.
He saw only King Fruitful, the Bodhisatta who would
someday become the Buddha. He saw that he had gjven
all his earthly power. And yet he was still blockesdill
hindered by the obstacle of the crowd following Hirom his
previous worldly life. In order to help and encaygehim, he
magically flew through the air and floated in frooft the
king.

He asked King Fruitful, “Oh monk, why is this crowd
with all its noise following you?” The king repliedl have
given up the power of kingship and left the wordd §ood.
This is why my former subjects follow me, even thbul
leave them happily.”

The holy monk said, “Don’t be too confident, oh rkon
You haven't succeeded in leaving the world quite Yer
there are still obstacles inside of you. Thesethee ‘Five
Hindrances’ pafnca-nvarana-s] — the desire for ordinary
pleasures of sight, sound and so forth; the ddsirearm
others; laziness; nervous worrying; and unreasendlibts.
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Therefore, practice the Perfectionsifamita-s], be patient,
and don’t think either too much or too little ofuyself.”

He finished by saying, “I give you my blessing —yma
goodness, knowledge and Truth [Sanfarotect you on
your way.” Then he disappeared and reappeared indais
golden cave.

Due to this wise advice, King Fruitful became elass
concerned with the crowd outside, realizing that gneatest
obstacles, or hindrances, are the ones inside.

After Narada had gone, another very advanced monk
named Migjina, who had just arisen from a wonderful trance
as well, saw King Fruitful, too. And he, too, flelarough the
air and floated in front of the king, and furtherceuraged
him to be earnest in his resolve. He, too, thentweack to
his abode.

Meanwhile Queeni8ali fell at his feet once again. She
pleaded, “Oh king, hear the wails of your subje@&sfore
leaving them for good, comfort them by crowning yson
to rule in your place.”

He replied, “I have already left my subjects, fdsen
relatives and my country behind. Have no fear,nbieles of
Mithila have trained Prince Longlife well, and they will
protect and support you both.”

She continued, “Oh king, by becoming a monk you are
leaving me without a husband. What a shame! What &m
do?”

He said, “Only be careful to teach the prince no
unwholesome thoughts, words or deeds. Otherwise you
would bring painful results to yourself.”

As the sun set, the queen made camp while the king
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went into the forest to sleep at the foot of a.tiidee next day
she continued to follow him, bringing the army witler.
They approached a small city [Tika].

It just so happened that a man in the city had bbag
fine piece of meat from a butcher. After cookingét placed
it on a table to cool, when a stray dog grabbeohd ran off.
The man followed the dog as far as the southera giathe
city. There he gave up because he was too tiredribnue.

The escaping dog crossed the path of King Frugial
Queen $ali. Frightened by them, he dropped the meat on
the road. The king saw that it was a good piecenedt and
that the real owner was unknown. So he cleanethdst, put
it in his begging bowl, and ate it.

Queen $ali, who was used to eating the delicacies of
the palace, was disgusted. She said to him, “Evémegoint
of death a high-class person would not eat thargawf a
dog! Eating such disgusting food shows you are detaly
unworthy!” But he replied, “It is your own vanithat keeps
you from seeing the value of this meat. If rightfudbtained,
all food is pure and wholesome!”

As they continued to approach the city, King Fuulitf
thought, “Queen ®al keeps following me. This is a bad
thing for a monk. People say, ‘He has given upkmgdom,
but he can’t get rid of his wife!’ | must find a wa&o teach
her she must go.”

Just then they came upon some playing children.
Among them was a girl with one bracelet on one twaitd
two on the other. Thinking she was a wise chiléy king
asked her, “My child, why does your one arm makeeao
with every movement, while the other does not?”
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The little girl replied, “Oh monk, it's because one
arm there are two bracelets, while on the otheretieonly
one. Where there are two, it's the second thatgslagainst
the first and makes noise. The arm with only onacélet
remains silent. So if you would be happy, you maatn to
be contented when alone.”

The Bodhisatta said to the queen, “Do you hear the
wisdom of this child? As a monk | would be asharntedet
you stay with me in front of her. So you go youryveand ['ll
go mine. We are husband and wife no more — goodf-bye

The queen agreed and they took separate pathshBut
became grief-stricken again and returned to follbes king.
They entered the city together, so he could coliéus food.

They came to the house of an arrow maker. They
watched him wet the red-hot arrow, and straightemwhile
sighting down the shaft with only one eye open. K
asked him, “Friend, to make the arrow perfectlgigtnt, why
do you view it with one eye open and the other3hut

The arrow maker answered, “With both eyes open, the
wide view of the second eye is distracting. Only by
concentrating my view in one eye can | truly see th
straightness of the arrow. So if you would be hapmu
must learn to be contented when alone.”

The king collected alms food and then they leftdite
He said to the queen, “Did you hear the same wisdgain
from that craftsman? As a monk | would be ashanoelett
you stay with me in front of him. So you go youryand ['ll
go mine. We are husband and wife no more — good-Byg
still she followed him.

Then the Great Being cut a stalk of tall grasssédd to
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Queen $ali, “Just as the two pieces of this stalk of grass
cannot be joined again, so | will not join you agan the
marriage bed! We two can never be joined togetigaina
Like a full stalk of uncut grass, live on alone, my-wife
Sivali.”

On hearing this, the queen went crazy with shoak an
grief. She beat herself with both hands until shletd the
ground — completely unconscious. Realizing thise th
Bodhisatta quickly left the roadway. He erasedfbaisteps
and disappeared into the jungle.

First he had given up the power and wealth of &.kin
Now he had given up the power and desire of a masbat
last he was free to follow the path of a Truth-segk
wandering monk. He made his way to the Himalayakian
only one week he was able to develop special meoiaérs.
Never again did he return to the ordinary world.

Meanwhile the royal ministers, who had been folloyvi
at a distance, reached the fainted queen. Theaykdpd water
on her and revived her. She asked, “Where is mpdn the
king?” They said, “We don’'t know. Don’t you know®i a
panic she ordered, “Search for him!" They lookedd an
looked, but of course he was gone.

When Queen ®ali recovered from her fear and grief,
she realized she felt no anger, jealousy or verggetowards
the monk Fruitful. Instead she admired him morenthbany
time since the first day they met, when she gareher hand
and led him to the throne.

She had monuments erected to honor the courageous
King Fruitful on four sites: where he had spokerihwthe
floating holy man NMrada, where he had eaten the good meat
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left by the dog, where he had guestioned the Igite and
also the arrow maker.

Beside the two mango trees in the royal gardenhalde
Prince Longlife crowned as the new king. Togethih whe
army and crowds of followers, they returned to titg of
Mithil a.

In spite of herself, Queerm&l had learned something
by following, and finally losing, her husband Kikguitful.
She too had tasted freedom!

The wise lady gave up her royal duties. She reticed
meditate in the garden by the mango trees. Withtgtort,
she gained a high mental state leading to rehirth heaven
world.

After telling this dtaka story, the Buddha identified the
births in this way:

The ocean goddess ieekhah at that time was the
venerable Uppalawaa, the ascetic Migiina was the
venerable Moggalha, the ascetic dada was the venerable
Sariputta, the little girl was the venerable Kh&nthe arrow
maker was the venerabl&nanda, Queen i®li was the
mother of the venerable aRula, the parents were King
Suddhodana and Queen Maiaya, and |, myself, who have
today become the Buddha, was King Fruitful.”



The moral: “It's easier to gain power than to givep.”
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A Gang of Drunkards
[Sobriety]

[Punrnapati-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery about some drugged liquor.

A situation similar to that in this story happenedhe
millionaire Amathapindika. Some drunkards who needed
money to buy liquor thought of robbing the milliorea
Anathapndika of his rings and rich attire on his way frone th
palace by giving him drugged liquor. But #hapndika
noticed that they were not drinking their own liguand
challenged them to drink it themselves. Thereuplomgang
of drunkards fled.

Anathapndika told this story to the Buddha. And the
Buddha said, “These drunkards have tried the saiglein
the past.” And at Asthapndika’s request, the Buddha told
this story:

Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king, the
Enlightenment Being was born in a wealthy familye H
became the richest man in Benares.

There also happened to be a gang of drunkards who
roamed the streets. All they ever thought about fivating
ways to get alcohol, the drug they thought theyldiwti live
without.
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One day, when they had run out of money as usual,
they came up with a scheme to rob the richest nman i
Benares. But they didn’t realize that he was thieome
Bodhisatta, so he wouldn’t be so easy to fool!

They decided to make a ‘Mickey Finn’, which is a
drink of liquor with a sleeping drug secretly addedk. Their
plan was to get the rich man to drink the Mickegr-iThen
when he fell asleep they would rob all his moneyyglry,
and even the rich clothes he wore. So they settemporary
little roadside bar. They put their last remainiiogior into a
bottle, and mixed in some strong sleeping pills.

Later the rich man came by on his way to the palace
One of the alcoholics called out to him, “Honorabile why
not start your day right — by having a drink wits?UAnd the
first one is on the house!” Then he poured a gtEsthe
dishonest liquor.
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But the Enlightenment Being did not drink any fooin
alcohol. Nevertheless, he wondered why these drdska
were being so generous with their favorite drugudt wasn't
like them.

He realized it must be some kind of trick. So heidied
to teach them a lesson. He said, “It would be aulinto
appear before the king in a drunken state, or eithn the
slightest smell of liquor on my breath. But pleaseso kind
as to wait for me here. I'll see you again wheeturn from
the palace.”

The drunkards were disappointed. They would not be
able to drink again as soon as they wanted. Bytdieeided
to be patient and wait.

Later that day the rich man came back to the little
roadside bar. The alcoholics were getting despei@tea
drink. They called him over and said, “Honorable sihy
not celebrate your visit to the king? Have a dahkhis fine
liguor. Remember, the first one is free!”

But the rich man just kept looking at the liquortth®
and glass. He said, “l don’t trust you. That bodthel glass of
liguor are exactly as they were this morning. limére as
good as you say it is, you would have tasted sovnesglves
by now. In fact, you couldn’t help but drink it 'allm no
fool. You must have added another drug to the alicbh

The richest man in Benares went on his way, and the
gang of drunkards went back to their plotting acigdesning.

The Buddha said:

“The drunkards today are the same as the drunkards
before.”



The moral: “Keep sober — and keep your common sénse
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The What-not Tree
[Prudence]

[54. Phala-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery about a gardener who was able to telthehe
fruit on a tree was good to eat or not yet goog@db The
gardener could look up at a tree and see from tbang
whether fruit was well ripened, not yet ripe, swesdur,
bitter and so forth. The Buddha said, “This gastds not
the only one with such knowledge of fruit. Wiserme the
past, as well, showed such knowledge.” And atréugiest
of the millionaire Aathapndika, in the pleasure garden of
whose mansion the Buddha and the monks had jus@ahad



meal dana], the Buddha told this story of the past:

* * *

[85. Kimpakka-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery with regard to a monk whose mind became
consumed with lust after he saw a beautifully clemman
when on alms round ina8atthi.

When the Buddha heard of this, he summoned this
monk and said to him, “Lust is like the beautifulif of the
What-not TreeKimpakkatree]. While fragrant and sweet to
smell and taste, when eaten it racks the intestun@spoison
and leads to death. In the past, through ignoranices
nature, men were deceived by its beauty and edtirtigey
died. Just as those who ate the fruit of the WinatTree
died, so lust slays him who does not know its woes.

The monks then asked the enlightened one tohell t
story of the past.

The Buddha told the story in this way:

* * *

Once upon a time there was a caravan leader. He wen
from country to country selling various goods. lde&gavans
usually had at least 500 bullock carts.

On one of these trips his path led through a vieigkt
forest. Before entering it, he called togetherttadl members
of the caravan. He warned them, “My friends, when go
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through this forest be careful to avoid the poismtrees,
poisonous fruits, poisonous leaves, poisonous fisvand
even poisonous honeycombs.

“Therefore, whatever you have not eaten before —
whether a fruit, leaf, flower or anything else —shnot be
eaten without asking me first.” They all said regpdly,
“Yes, sir.”

There was a village in the forest. Just outsidevilteege
stood a tree called a ‘What-not Tre&ij:pakkatree]. Its
trunk, branches, leaves, flowers and fruits looky\@milar
to a mango tree. Even the color, shape, smell asig tare
almost exactly the same as a mango tree. But ualtkango,
the What-not fruit is a deadly poison!

Some went ahead of the caravan and came upon the
What-not Tree. They were all hungry, and the Wiatfruits
looked like delicious ripe mangos. Some startedthgahe
fruits immediately, without thinking at all. Theyedoured
them before anyone could say a word.

Others remembered the leader's warning, but they
thought this was just a different variety of mangee. They
thought they were lucky to find ripe mangos rigekinto a
village. So they decided to eat some of the frod@fore they
were all gone.

There were also some who were wiser than the rest.
They decided it would be safer to obey the warrohdghe
caravan leader. Although they didn't know it, hestju
happened to be the Enlightenment Being.

When the leader arrived at the tree, the ones velab h
been careful and not eaten asked, “Sir, what ssttee? Is it
safe to eat these fruits?”
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After investigating thoughtfully he replied, “No,on
This may look like a mango tree, but it isn’t.dta poisonous
What-not Tree. Don’t even touch it!”

The ones who had already eaten the What-not fruit
were terrified. The caravan leader told them to enak
themselves vomit as soon as possible. They diddhi then
were given four sweet foods to eat — raisins, Gagar paste,
sweet yogurt and bee’s honey. In this way theitetdmsids
were refreshed after throwing up the poisonous Wit
fruit.

Unfortunately, the greediest and most foolish ones
could not be saved. They were the ones who hadedtar
eating the poisonous fruits immediately, withouhking at
all. It was too late for them. The poison had alyeatarted
doing its work, and it killed them.

In the past, when caravans had come to the What-not
Tree, the people had eaten its poisonous fruitsched in
their sleep during the night. The next morning tbeal
villagers had come to the campsite. They had grlibe
dead bodies by the legs, dragged them to a seaigigh
place, and buried them. Then they had taken fansled/es
all the merchandise and bullock carts of the carava

They expected to do the same thing this time. Airda
the next morning the villagers ran towards the \Affwit
Tree. They said to each other, “The bullocks wdl rnine!”

“I want the carts and wagons!” “l will take the tm of
merchandise!”

But when they got to the What-not Tree they saw tha
most of the people in the caravan were alive anfll e
surprise, they asked them, “How did you know théswot a

52



mango tree?” They answered, “We did not know, bt o
leader had warned us ahead of time, and when het daav
knew.”

Then the villagers asked the caravan leader, “Gide wi
one, how did you know this was not a mango tree?”

He replied, “I knew it for two reasons. First, thise is
easy to climb. And second, it is right next to Bage. If the
fruits on such a tree remain unpicked, they cabeotafe to
eat!”

Everyone was amazed that such lifesaving wisdom was
based on such simple common sense. The caravanuesht
on its way safely.

The Buddha said:

“The members of the caravan are today the Buddha’s
followers. And the caravan leader was | who amayothe
Buddha.”

The moral: “The wise are led by common sense. Hotsv
only hunger.”



Prince Five-Weapons and Sticky-Hair
[The Diamond Weapon]

[Paficzvudha-Jitaka]

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Jetavana monastery with regard to a monk who wakitiy
of giving up his robes. The Buddha admonished Kimthe
past, through perseverance in difficult situatiotie wise
and good gained a throne.” And the Buddha toltbay ©f
the past:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being was born
as the son of the King and Queen of Benares. Ouldleof
his naming, 800 fortunetellers were invited to pladace. As
presents, they were given whatever they desirethaée
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them happy for the moment. Then they were askeelltthe
fortune of the newborn prince. This was so theyiddind a
good name for him.

One of the fortunetellers was an expert in readie
marks on the body. He said, “My lord, this is angeof great
merit. He will be king after you.”

The fortunetellers were very clever. They told kireg
and queen whatever they wanted to hear. They Séadir
son will be skilled in five weapons. He will becorfaanous
as the greatest master of all five weapons throwigmalia.”
Based on this, the king and queen named their Bance
Five-Weapons’ [Pafawudha].

When the prince turned 16, the king decided to send
him to college. He said, “Go, my son, to the citf o
Takkasii.® There you will find a world-famous teacher.
Learn all you can from him. Give him this money as
payment.” He gave him a thousand gold coins ant lsem
on his way.

The prince went to the world-famous teacher of
Takkasih. He studied very hard and became his best pupil.
When the teacher had taught him all he knew, he gas
prince a special graduation award. He gave him five
weapons. Then he sent him back to Benares.

On his way home he came to a forest which was
haunted by a monster. The local people warned @ ffinge-
Weapons, “Young man, don't go through the foreber€ is
a monstrous demon called Sticky-Hair [Silesalomad

® Takkasifi, the capital of the kihngdom of Garmla in the northwest of India, was
a center of learning and trade in the Buddha’s time.s Wais the city known as
Taxila to Western classical writers.
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there. He kills everyone he sees!”

But the prince was self-confident and fearless ke
young lion. So he pushed on into the forest, ur@icame to
the dreadful monster. He was as tall as a treé, avitead as
big as the roof of a house and eyes as big asdisteehad
two big yellow tusks sticking out of his gaping wéhimouth
filled with ugly brown teeth. He had a huge bellyvered
with white spots, and his hands and feet were blue.

The monster roared and growled at the prince, “Wher
are you going in my forest, little man? You lookelia tasty
morsel to me. I'm going to gobble you up!”

The prince had just graduated from college and had
won the highest award from his teacher. So he thiohg
knew just about everything, and that he could d about
anything. He replied, “Oh fierce demon, | am Prirkéee-
Weapons, and | have come on purpose to find ydard you
to attack me! | will kill you easily with my firstwo weapons
— my bow and poison-tipped arrows.”

Then he put a poison arrow in his bow and shot it
straight at the monster. But the arrow just stuest to his
hair, like glue, without hurting him at all. Thehet prince
shot, one after another, all the rest of his 5Gqoitipped
arrows. But they also stuck fast to the hair of ¢he called
Sticky-Hair.

Then the beast shook his body, from ugly rooft@edi
head to blue-colored feet. And all the arrows li@tmlessly
to the ground.

Prince Five-Weapons drew his third weapon, a 3B-inc
long sword. He plunged it into his enemy. But i$tjstuck
fast in the thick coat of sticky hair.
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He threw his fourth weapon, his spear, at the neonst
But this too just stuck to his hair.

Next he attacked with the last of his five weapdns,
club. This also stuck fast onto Sticky-Hair.

Then the prince yelled at him, “Hey you, monster —
haven't you ever heard of me, Prince Five-Weapditse
more than just my five weapons. | have the stremfjtiny
young man’s body. | will break you in pieces!”

He hit Sticky-Hair with his right fist, just like boxer.
But his hand just stuck to the hairy coat, and beldn’t
remove it. He hit him with his left fist, but thiso just stuck
fast to the gooey mess of hair. He kicked him it right
foot and then his left, just like a martial artsstea. But they
both stuck onto him like his fists. Finally he kathim as
hard as he could with his head, just like a wresieait, lo
and behold, his head got stuck as well.

Even while sticking to the hairy monster in fiveapés,
hanging down from his coat, the prince had no fear.

Sticky-Hair thought, “This is very strange indeétd is
more like a lion than a man. Even while in the gra$ a
ferocious monster like me, he does not tremble ¥adr. In
all the time I've been killing people in this fotetve never
met anyone as great as this prince. Why isn't maidcafof
me?”

Since Prince Five-Weapons was not like ordinary,men
Sticky-Hair was afraid to eat him right away. Iretehe
asked him, “Young man, why aren’t you afraid of ¢4

The prince replied, “Why should | be afraid of de€at
There is no doubt that anyone who is born will wigdily
diel”
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Then the Enlightenment Being thought, “The five
weapons given to me by the world-famous teachee baen
useless. Even the lion-like strength of my youngn'ismiédody
has been useless. | must go beyond my teachernteyy
body, to the weapon inside my mind — the only weapo
need.”

The prince continued speaking to Sticky-Hair, “Tier
one small detail, oh monstrous one, | haven't y@d about
yet. In my belly is my secret weapon, a diamondpeeayou
cannot digest. It will cut your intestines into gas if you are
foolish enough to swallow me. So if | die — you!didat's
why I'm not afraid of you.”

In this way the prince used his greatest innengttein
a way that Sticky-Hair could easily understand.kidew this
greatest of all weapons, the one inside his minas the
precious diamond gem of his own intelligence.

Sticky-Hair thought, “No doubt this fearless man is
telling the truth. Even if | eat as much as a peasktidbit of
such a hero, | won't be able to digest it. So [ el him go.”
Fearing his own death, he set Prince Five-Weapes®s f

He said, “You are a great man. | will not eat ytesh.
| let you go free, just like the moon that reappeafter an
eclipse, so you may shine pleasantly on all yoenéts and
relatives.”

The Enlightenment Being had learned from this battl
with the monster Sticky-Hair. He had learned thdyon
worthwhile weapon is the intelligence inside, ndte t
weapons of the world outside. And with this diamond
weapon he also knew that destroying life bringsyonl
suffering to the killer.
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In gratitude, he taught the unfortunate demon. &ié, s
“Oh Sticky-Hair, you have been born as a murdetuaed-
sucking flesh eating demon because of unwholesardsd
in your past. If you continue killing in this wai, will lead
only to suffering for you — both in this life anéyond. You
can only go from darkness to darkness.

“Now that you have spared me, you won’t be able to
kill so easily. Hear this — destroying life leaadsnisery in
this world, and then rebirth in a hell world, orasanimal or
a hungry ghost. Even if you were lucky enough tadimorn
as a human being, you would have only a short life!

Prince Five-Weapons continued to teach Sticky-Hair.
Eventually the monster agreed to follow the Fivaiiing
Steps pafca-ga-s, the first fivesikkhz-padas]. In this way
he transformed him from a monster into a friendbyeét
fairy. And when he left the forest, the prince ttfe local
people about the change in the one-time demon. FEneam
on they fed him regularly and lived in peace.

Prince Five-Weapons returned to Benares. Later he
became king. Finally he died and was reborn askerded.

The Buddha then identified the births:

“The demon Sticky-Hair is now the venerable
Angulimala.” And I, myself, was Prince Five-Weapons.”

The moral: “The only weapon you need is hiddendesi
you.”

" Angulimala was a bandit whom the Buddha converted, and who bezaaimt
[Arahant].
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A Huge Lump of Gold
[Moderation]

[Kaficanakkhandha-&taka]

The Buddha told this story while ina&tthi with
regard to a certain monk who was overwhelmed by his
teacher’s instructions.

There was a young layman who was pleased by the
Buddha’s teachings and who decided to become a mBunk
on hearing all the details of the various preceptsnorality
[sila], he became overwhelmed and decided that he would
not be able to observe them all. So he decidemb toack to
his wife and children. The Buddha heard of thiad a
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summoned him. The Buddha told him that the rules o
morality were very difficult to follow. But if havere only to
follow three rules, to guard his voice, body anddniand not

to do evil whether in word, thought or deed, he Moe
successful in his meditation. Shortly thereaftee monk
gained sainthood [Arahant-ship].

The monks were talking about this in the preaclhialy
one day, when the Buddha entered. On hearing tinegt
were discussing, the Buddha said, “Even a heavyldour
becomes light, if taken bit by bit. So it wasvadl, with the
wise and good in past times.” And on the invitatmf the
monks, the Buddha told this story of the past:

Once upon a time there was a rich village. The
wealthiest of the villagers decided to hide a higaep of
gold to protect it from bandits and robbers. Sdueed it in
a nearby rice field.

Many years later, the village was no longer ricig the
rice field was abandoned and unused. A poor fadeerded
to plow the field. After some time plowing, it jusio
happened that his plow struck the long-forgotteridal
treasure.

At first he thought it must be a very hard treetr&ut
when he uncovered it, he saw that it was beausifithing
gold. Since it was daytime he was afraid to try &mke it
with him. So he covered it up again and waitedightfall.

The poor farmer returned in the middle of the night
Again he uncovered the golden treasure. He tridift ig but
it was far too heavy. He tied ropes around it aretitto drag
it. But it was so huge he couldn’t budge it an int¢te
became frustrated, thinking he was lucky to fintfemsure,
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and unlucky to not be able to take it with him. élen tried
kicking the huge lump of gold. But again it woultbudge
an inch!

Then he sat down and began to consider the situatio
He decided the only thing to do was to break thmplwof
gold into four smaller lumps. Then he could caroyne one
piece at a time.

He thought, “One lump | will use for ordinary day-t
day living. The second lump | will save for a raidsty. The
third lump | will invest in my farming business. &n will
gain merit with the fourth lump by giving it to thpmor and
needy and for other good works.”

With a calm mind he divided the huge lump of gold
into these four smaller lumps. Then it was eassatoy them
home on four separate trips.

Afterwards he lived happily.

The Buddha then identified the birth:

“The poor farmer in the past was | who am today th
Buddha.”

The moral: “Don’t bite off more than you can chéw.
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57, 208, 224

Mr. Monkey and Sir Crocodile
[Good Manners]

[57. Vanarinda-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while dwelling in the
Bamboo Grove temple with regard to Devadatta’swgits to
kill him.

The Buddha said, “Not only today, but also in plaest,
Devadatta tried to kill me. But as today, he failken, too.”

And the Buddha then told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, Mr. Monkey was living by himself
near a riverbank. He was very strong, and he wgseat
jumper.

In the middle of the river there was a beautifldnsl
covered with mango, jackfruit and other fruit tre@bere
happened to be a rock sticking out of the watefwag
between the bank and the island. Although it looked
impossible, Mr. Monkey was used to jumping from the
riverbank to the rock, and from the rock to thanmsl. He
would eat fruits all day and then return home by ame
route each evening.

A high-class couple was living next to the sameiriv
Sir Crocodile and Lady Crocodile. They were expegtheir
first brood of baby crocks. Because she was praghaay
Crocodile sometimes wished for strange things toSashe
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made unusual demands on her faithful husband.

Lady Crocodile had been amazed, just like the other
animals, by the way Mr. Monkey jumped back andhdd
the island. One day she developed a sudden craviegt the
heart of Mr. Monkey! She told Sir Crocodile abouwgrh
desire. To please her, he promised to get Mr. Mgskeeart
for her in time for dinner.

Sir Crocodile went and laid himself down on thekroc
between the riverbank and the island. He waited Mor
Monkey to return that evening, planning to catain.hi

As usual, Mr. Monkey spent the rest of the day o t
island. When it was time to return to his home be t
riverbank, he noticed that the rock seemed to lgawen. It
was higher above water than he remembered it. He
investigated and saw that the river level was #maesas in
the morning, yet the rock was definitely higherniediately
he suspected the cunning Sir Crocodile.

To find out for sure, he called out in the direntmf the
rock, “Hi there, Mr. Rock! How are you?” He yelldtis
three times. Then he shouted, “You used to answeewhen
| spoke to you. But today you say nothing. Whati®ng
with you, Mr. Rock?”

Sir Crocodile thought, “No doubt on other days this
rock used to talk to the monkey. | can't wait aogder for
this dumb rock to speak! | will just have to spdak the
rock, and trick the monkey.” So he shouted, “I'mefj Mr.
Monkey. What do you want?”

Mr. Monkey asked, “Who are you?”

Without thinking, the crocodile replied, “I'm Sir
Crocodile.”
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“Why are you lying there?” asked the monkey.

Sir Crocodile said, “I'm expecting to take your héa
There’s no escape for you, Mr. Monkey.”

The clever monkey thought, “Aha! He’s right — thsre
no other way back to the riverbank. So | will hdwetrick
him.”

Then he yelled, “Sir Crocodile my friend, it lookke
you’'ve got me. So I'll give you my heart. Open yauaouth
and take it when | come your way.”

When Sir Crocodile opened his mouth, he opened it s
wide that his eyes were squeezed shut. When Mr.kiklon
saw this, he immediately jumped onto the top of Sir
Crocodile’s head, and then instantly to the rivakba

When Sir Crocodile realized he’'d been outsmarted, h
admired Mr. Monkey's victory. Like a good sport @
contest, he praised the winner. He said, “Mr. Monkay
intention towards you was unwholesome — | wantedilto
you and take your heart just to please my wife. o
wanted only to save yourself and harm no one. ycinlate
you!”

Then Sir Crocodile returned to Lady Crocodile. st
she was displeased with him, but when the littlesooame
they forgot their troubles for a time.

The Buddha said:

“Sir Crocodile is today the venerable Devadatfend
Mr. Monkey was | who am today the Buddha.”



The moral: “The bad intentions of foolish peoplen dae
easily overcome by the wile of noble ones.”

Also,

“A good loser is a true gentleman.”
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A Prince of Monkeys
[Carefulness]

[Tayodhamma-dtaka]

The Buddha told this story while at the Bamboowvero
temple also with regard to Devadatta’s attemptkiltdhim.
The monks requested that the Buddha tell themstioly of
the past. The Buddha told it in this way:

Once upon a time there was a cruel monkey king who
ruled in the Himalayas. All the monkeys in his bavete his
own wives and children. He was afraid that oneisfdons
might grow up and take over as king. So it wasploiscy to
bite each son just after he was born. This altiedso he
would be too weak to ever challenge his father.

A certain wife of the monkey king was pregnanttJduais
case the unborn one was a son, she wanted to plotec
from the cruel policy of her husband. So she raayate a
forest at the foot of a distant mountain. There sben gave
birth to a bright little baby boy monkey.

Before long this baby grew up to be big and str@me
day he asked his mother, “Where is my father?” &ie
him, “He is king of a band of monkeys living at ot of a
far-off mountain. That makes you a prince!”

The prince of monkeys said, “Kindly take me to my
father.” His mother said, “No my son, | am afraaldo so.
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Your father bites all his sons in order to weakwemnt for life.
He is afraid one of his sons will replace him asgki The
prince said, “Don’t be afraid for me, mother. | dake care
of myself.” This gave her confidence, so she ageretitook
him to his father.

When the cruel old king saw his strong young san, h
thought, “I have no doubt that when this my sonwgo
stronger he will steal my kingdom from me. Therefomust
kill him while [ still can! | will hug him, pretenidg it is out
of love for him. But really | will squeeze him teath!”

The king welcomed his son, saying, “Ah, my longt los
son! Where have you been all this time? | have edissu
dearly.” Then he took him in his arms and hugged.Hie
kept squeezing harder and harder, trying to squéezéfe
out of him! But the prince of monkeys was as strasgan
elephant. He hugged his father right back. He stpee@im
tighter and tighter, until he could feel the oladis rib bones
starting to crack!

After this terrible greeting, the monkey king wasme
more terrified that one day his son would Kill hirde
thought, “Nearby there is a pond possessed by a&rwat
demon. It would be easy to get him to eat my sdmenimy
problems would be over!”

The monkey king said, “Oh my dear son, now is the
perfect time for you to come home. For | am old &mabuld
like to hand over my band of monkeys to you. Buekd
flowers for the coronation ceremony. Go to the hggrond
and bring back two kinds of white water lilies,garkinds of
blue water lilies and five types of lotuses.”

The prince of monkeys said, “Yes my father, | vad
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and get them.”

When he arrived at the pond, he saw that there were
many kinds of water lilies and lotuses growingoatr it. But
instead of jumping right in and picking them, heastigated
carefully. He walked slowly along the bank. He net there
were footprints going into the pond, but none camaut!
After considering, he realized this was a sure signpond
was possessed by a water demon. He also realigddther
must have sent him there to be killed.

He investigated further, until he found a narrowt pd
the pond. There, with great effort, he was ablgitop from
one side clear across to the other. In the midsisofeap he
reached down and picked flowers, without actuakytigg
into the water. Then he jumped back again, pickimgye
flowers. He continued jumping back and forth, atileg lots
of flowers.

Suddenly the water demon stuck his head up ab&ve th
water. He exclaimed, “In all the time I've livedree | have
never seen anyone, man or beast, as wise as thiseylde
has picked all the flowers he wanted, without ex@ming
within the grasp of my power, here in my kingdonwatter.”

Then the ferocious demon made a path for himself
through the water and came up onto the bank. Hk Sdiy
lord, king of monkeys, there are three qualitieay-
dhammas] that make a person unbeatable by his enenties. |
appears that you have all three — skill, couragewaisdom.
You must be truly invincible! Tell me, mighty onehy have
you collected all those flowers?”
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The prince of monkeys replied, “My father wants to
make me king in his place. He sent me to gathesethe
flowers for the coronation ceremony.”

The water demon said, “You are too noble to be
burdened by carrying these flowers. Let me cargntifor
you.” He picked up all the flowers and followed him

From a distance, the monkey king saw the water demo
carrying the flowers and following the prince. Hwaght, “I
sent him to get flowers, thinking he would be eabgnthe
demon. But instead he has made the water dema@eiviant.
| am lost!”

The monkey king was afraid all his unwholesome deed
had caught up with him. He went into a sudden pamaech
caused his heart to break into seven pieces. Qfsedihis
killed him on the spot!

The monkey band voted to make the strong young
prince the new king.

The Buddha said:

“The monkey king was the venerable Devadatta. And
who am today the Buddha was his son.”

The moral: “It pays to be careful.”
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59, 60

Two Ways of Beating a Drum
[Excess]

[59. Bherivada-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery about a disobedient monk. The Buddhd, sai
“This is not the first time that you are disobediefou were
just so in the past, t0oo.” And the monks preseakied the
Buddha to tell the story of the past.

This is how it was:

Once upon a time there was a drummer living in allsm
country village. He heard there was going to baiaifh the
city of Benares. So he decided to go there and sanme
money by playing his drums. He took his son along t
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accompany him when playing music written for twadssef
drums.

The two drummers, father and son, went to the Benar
Fair. They were very successful. Everyone likedrtdeum
playing and gave generously to them. When thexfas over
they began the trip home to their little village.

On the way they had to go through a dark forestak
very dangerous because of muggers who robbedaeldrs.

The drummer boy wanted to protect his father and
himself from the muggers. So he beat his drumsadly as
he could, without stopping. “The more noise, thédrg he
thought.

The drummer man took his son aside. He explained to
him that when large groups passed by, especialglro
processions, they were in the habit of beating druiiney
did this at regular intervals, in a very dignifisthnner, as if
they feared no one. They would beat a drum rolhaie
silent, then beat again with a flourish, and soka.told his
son to do likewise, to fool the muggers into thimkithere
was a powerful lord passing by.

But the boy ignored his father’'s advice. He thouigét
knew best. “The more noise, the better!” he thought

Meanwhile, a gang of muggers heard the boy’s
drumming. At first they thought it must be a powénfich
man approaching, with heavy security. But then thegrd
the drumming continue in a wild fashion without mtong.
They realized that it sounded frantic, like a fteyhed little
dog barking at a calm big dog.

So they went to investigate and found only thedath
and son. They beat them up, robbed all their hardes
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money, and escaped into the forest.
The Buddha then identified the births in this way:
“The drummer is today this disobedient monk. And
who am today the Buddha was his father.”

* * *

[60. Saritkhadhamana-Jitakal

The Buddha told this story also while living inakina
monastery about another disobedient monk. Thg sdhe
same as just before, except here the father andreatonch-
blowers. And here it is the father who keeps bimvhis
conch as they pass through a dark forest, andahesvho
admonishes his father not to do so.

The Buddha identified the births in this way:

“The conch-blowing father is today this disobedien
monk. And | who am today the Buddha was his son.”

* * *

The moral: “Overdoing leads to a downfall.”
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61

Two Mothers
[Renunciation]

[Asatamanta-Jitaka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
temple with regard to a monk who was love-strickgna
woman. The Buddha told him, “Oh monk, women wéllse
you misery. Why be love-stricken if it will leado t
unhappiness?” And the Buddha told this story effihst:

Once upon a time there was a very well known teache
in the city of TakkasH, in northern India. He taught religion,
as well as all other subjects. His knowledge wasranus
and his teaching ability made him world-famous.

At that time a son was born to a rich family in Begs.
The family kept a holy fire burning constantly frairat day
on. When the son turned 16, they gave him a chdicey
said, “This holy fire has been burning since youthb If you
wish to be reborn in a high heaven world, takentbithe
forest and worship the fire god.

“However, if you wish to live the home life of anfily
man, you must learn how to manage the wealth ofamily
in the affairs of the world. If that is the life yachoose, go
and study under the world-famous teacher of Takkasi

The young man said, “l don’'t want to be a holy mian.
would much rather be a family man. Then | will lzgpy for
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the rest of my life.” So his parents sent him te thorld-
famous teacher. They gave him a thousand gold ¢oipay
for his lessons.

After several years the man graduated with honods a
returned home to Benares.

Meanwhile, his parents had come to wish more and
more that he would become a holy man in the forgEsis
was just as they had wished on the day he was btim.
mother wanted the best life possible for her stre thought,
“My son wants to marry and raise a family. He does
realize how dangerous a wicked woman can be tora na
must find a way to get his teacher to teach hims.’thi

So the wise woman asked her son, “Did you earn only
the Ordinary Degree without also obtaining the bigh
Unhappiness Degree?” Her son replied, “| have ehomgdy
the Ordinary Degree.”

His mother said, “How can you be called educated in
the ways of the world if you have learned nothirmpu
unhappiness? Return to the great teacher and asthdo
Unhappiness Degree.” The son dutifully followed b®od
mother’s advice and returned to Takkasil

It just so happened that the world-famous teachdrah
mother who was 120 years old. She was blind angweak.
The teacher bathed and fed and cared for her wistiown
hands. Since it took more and more of his time,waes
forced to give up teaching. He and his mother mauéal a
forest hut, where he looked after her, night and da

When the young student arrived from Benares hedoun
that his old teacher was no longer at the collelgaring that
he had retired to the forest, he went and foundthere.
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After greeting each other, the teacher asked hilihy"
have you come back so soon?” He replied, “Honorable
professor, you did not give me the Unhappiness &egr
“Who told you about that degree?” asked the teaciy
mother, sir,” he said.

The teacher thought, “I've never heard of such a
degree! No doubt his wise mother wanted me to téach
how wicked some women can be. For they bring great
unhappiness to men.”

He said, “All right, | will teach you so you canraahis
high degree. The course is a work-study programurYo
lessons will consist of taking care of my old motfe me.
You will bathe, feed and care for her tenderly witdur own
hands.

“While you are washing and massaging her body, you
must say, ‘Dear lady, even in your old age younskimains
fair and beautiful.” You must constantly exaggerduer
beauty in this way, saying, ‘When you were yourmy ynust
have been even more beautiful’ And if she sayghing to
you, you must tell me without shame, whatever ithisling
nothing.

“If you do these things correctly, you will earneth
Unhappiness Degree. Then your mother will be protid
you.”

The student agreed and began tending to the 120-yea
old lady. He bathed and fed her with his own hartds.
massaged her arms, legs, back and head. While tlumpe
said, “Madam, it is marvelous indeed! Even in sgamat old
age, your arms and legs are so very beautifullnl gaess
how beautiful you were in your youth!” In this wdye
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exaggerated her beauty again and again, for maysy da

Gradually, desire began to arise in the old ladyisd.
Even though she knew she was blind and her body ettes
from old age, she thought, “No doubt this young maemuld
like to live with me like a husband.” So she asked, “Do
you want to be with me, just like a husband anaWif

The man replied, “Oh yes of course, madam. | want t
very much. But how can I? Your son is my teacher la@ is
very respectable. It would cause such a scandalll Inot
dishonor my teacher.”

Then the teacher's mother said, “Well in that case,
you really want to be with me, then kill my son!”

The student said, “How can | kill him when | havaeh
studying with him for so long? How can | kill hinugt
because of this desire for you?” Then she saidydif will
stay with me and not desert me, | will kill him rej’

As he had agreed, the student went to the worldfesm
teacher and told him all that had taken place. Anggy, the
teacher did not seem surprised. He said, “You klave well
to tell me this, my pupil. | appreciate your goodrky”

Then he examined his mother's horoscope and
discovered that this was to be the day of her dd4¢hsaid,
“I will arrange a test for her.”

The teacher carved a statue from the soft woodtieea
limb. He made it look exactly like himself, lifezg. He laid
it in his own bed and pulled the sheet up overé.attached
a long string to it and gave it to his pupil. H&tbim, “Now
take this string and ax to my mother. Tell hesitime to do
the killing.”

Obediently the student returned to the blind oldyla
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He said, “Madam, my master is sleeping in his begou
follow this string it will lead you to him. Then lkhim with
this ax, if you really can do such a thing!”

She replied, “If you do not abandon me, | will dg i
He said, “Why should | abandon you?”

Then she took the ax in her hands. She tremblasth@s
stood up. Slowly she followed the string to her'sdred. She
felt the statue and thought she recognized herS&oa pulled
down the sheet from the head and raised the axrkifg to
kill him with one blow, she struck the neck as hasdshe
could with the ax. But it made a thumping sound,ske
knew it had struck wood.



The teacher asked, “What are you doing, my mother?”
Suddenly she realized she had been deceived armvdred.
The shock was so overwhelming that she dropped dead
the spot! This time the horoscope had been correct.

The world-famous teacher respectfully burned his
mother’s body and offered flowers on her ashes.

Then he said to his pupil, “My son, there reallyns
such thing as the ‘Unhappiness Degree’. Wicked wome
cause unhappiness. You are fortunate to have sugoc
and wise mother. By sending you here to earn the
Unhappiness Degree, she wanted you to learn hdvwsawvie
women can be.

“You have seen with your own eyes how my mother
was filled with craving and vanity. She has taugbi this
lesson. Now return to your wise mother, who caemsach
for your well-being.”

When he arrived home his mother asked, “My deay son
have you finally earned the high degree in the extbpf
Unhappiness?” He replied, “Yes mother.”

Then she said, “I ask you again, my son, do youn s
leave the worldly life and go into the forest toralup the
fire god? Or do you wish to marry and lead the faitfe?”

Her son replied, “I do not wish to lead the faniifg. |
have seen with my own eyes how evil some womenbean
There is no limit to their craving and vanity. Téfare | want
nothing to do with family life. | will seek peace a forest
monk.”

He respectfully took leave of his parents. Afternpa
years of peaceful meditation in the forest, he &ty died
and was reborn in a high heaven world.
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The Buddha then identified the births in this way:

“The nun Kapilani was the young student’s mother.
His father was the venerable MaKassapa. The venerable
Ananda was the student. And I, myself, who haveinec
the Buddha was the world-famous teacher.

The moral: “Wickedness between women and men brings
unhappiness to both.”
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The Priest Who Gambled With a Life
[Misguided Morality]

[Andabhita-Jataka (Andhabhita-Jataka)]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery with regard to a monk whose disciplines wa
distracted by a woman and who wanted to give up his
monkhood.

Once upon a time, there was a king [Brahmadatta| wh
loved to gamble with his royal priest. When he wthrine
dice, he always recited this lucky charm:
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“If tempted any woman will, for sure,
Give up her faithfulness and act impure.”

Amazing as it may seem, by using this charm thg kin
always won! Before long, the royal priest lost asitnevery
penny he owned.

He thought, “I have lost almost all my wealth te th
king. It must be because of his lucky charm. | neefind a
way to break the spell and win back my money. Itfinsl a
pure woman who has never had anything to do withaa.
Then | will lock her up in my mansion and force her
remain faithful to me!”

This seemed like a good plan to him. But then he
started having doubts. He thought, “It would be rlyea
impossible to keep a woman pure after she had dlrea
become accustomed to men. Therefore | must finghtinest
woman possible — one who has never even seen 4 man!

Just then he happened to see a poor woman passing b
She was pregnant. The royal priest was an expedading
the meaning of marks on the body. So he coulditel the
unborn baby was a girl. And the thought occurredita,
“Aha! Only an unborn baby girl has never seen althan

The royal priest was willing to do anything to béag
king at dice. So he paid the poor woman to stayisrhouse
and have her baby there. When the wonderful Igitewas
born, the priest bought her from her mother. Themtade
sure she was raised only by women. She never saana—
except of course the royal priest himself. When gilesv up,
he still kept her completely under his controlwvéis just as if
he owned the poor girl!
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The cruel priest did all this only because of his
gambling habit. While the girl was growing up, hadh
avoided playing dice with the king. Now that shesw& age,
and still his prisoner, he challenged the king tgaane of
dice once again.

The king agreed. After they had made their bets, th
king shook the dice and repeated his favorite luatkgrm:

“If tempted any woman will, for sure,
Give up her faithfulness and act impure.”

But just before he threw down the dice, the priest
added:

“Except my woman — faithful evermore!”

Lo and behold, the king’s charm didn’t work. Hetlos
that bet, and from then on the priest won evergwhof the
dice.

The king was puzzled by this turn of events. After
considering, he thought, “This priest must have waep
woman locked up at home, one who is forced to hieféd to
him alone. That's why my lucky charm doesn’t work
anymore.”

He investigated and discovered what the cruel fpries
had done. So he sent for a well-known playboy dtaraHe
asked him if he could cause the lady’s downfall.rejgied,
“No problem, my lord!” The king paid him handsomelgd
told him to do the job quickly.

The man bought a supply of the finest perfumes and
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cosmetics. He set up a shop just outside the nograbt’s
mansion. This mansion was seven stories high, setlen
entrance gates — one on each floor. Each gate weaded by
women, and no man except the priest was allowedter.

The priest’s lady was waited on by only one servant
She carried everything in and out, including perésnand
cosmetics. The priest gave her money for her pseha

The playboy saw the servant going in and out of the
priest’'s mansion. Soon he realized she was thevboecould
get him inside. So he devised a plan and hired soorges
to help him.

The next morning, when the serving lady went owtdo
her shopping, the playboy dramatically fell to theund
before her. Grabbing her knees he tearfully cri€h my
dear mother, it's so wonderful to see you agaieragtich a
long time!”

Then his cronies chimed in, “Yes, yes, this musse
She looks the same — her hands and feet and falciy @ of
dress. Yes, yes, this must be she!” They all kaging how
amazing it was that her looks had changed so iritkdl that
time.

The poor woman must have had a long lost son, for
soon she was convinced this must be he. She huiged
king’s clever playboy, and both sobbed tears ofgogr their
miraculous reunion.

In between bouts of sobbing, the man was able ko as
her, “Oh dear, dear mother, where are you livingy?io"|
live next door,” she said, “in the royal priest’'sansion.
Night and day | serve his young woman. Her beasty i
without equal, like the mermaids sailors love taipe.”
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He asked, “Where are you going now, mother?” “I'm
going shopping for her perfumes and cosmetics, amny”s
“There’s no need, mother,” he said, “from now omill give
you the best perfumes and cosmetics free of chiagehe
gave them to her, along with a bouquet of lovedyérs.

When the priest's lady saw all these, much better
quality than usual, she asked why the priest wakhagpy
with her. “No, no,” said the serving woman, “these not
from the priest. | got them at my son’s shop.” Fritren on
she got perfumes and cosmetics from the playbtgg,sand
kept the priest’'s money.

After a while the playboy began the next part of hi
plan. He pretended to be sick and stayed in bed.

When the servant came to the shop she asked, “Where
IS my son?” She was told he was too sick to work] was
taken to see him. She began massaging his backsked,
“What happened to you, my son?” He replied, “Even i
were about to die, | couldn’t tell you, my mother.”

She continued, “If you can’t tell me, whom can you
tell?” Then, according to his plan, he broke dowmd a
admitted to her, “I was fine until you told me abowur
beautiful mistress — ‘like the mermaids sailorselow praise’.
Because of your description, | have fallen in |lewigh her. |
must have her. | can't live without her. I'm so degsed,
without her I'll surely die!”

Then the woman said, “Don’t worry, my son, leave it
up to me.” She took even more perfumes and cosstic
the priest’'s lady. She said to her, “My lady, aftey son
heard from me about your beauty, he fell madlyowelwith
you! | don’t know what to do next!”
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Since the priest was the only man she had ever deen
lady was curious. And of course she resented Heakgd up
by force. So she said, “If you can sneak him intp noom,
it's all right with me!”

Everything the servant took in and out was seardiyed
the women guards at the seven gates. So she Hszal/¢oa
plan. She swept up all the dust and dirt she cbattlin the
whole mansion. Then she began taking some of iteagh
day in a large covered flower basket. Whenever \8hs
searched, she made sure some of the dust andtishghe
guard women’s faces. This made them sneeze ancdhcoug
Pretty soon they stopped searching her when sheiwand
out.

Finally one day she hid the playboy in her covered
flower basket. He was trim and fit, not heavy &t @he was
able to sneak him past all seven guarded gatesinémdhe
priest's lady's private chamber. The two loversysth
together for several days and nights. So the playlas able
to destroy her perfect faithfulness, which had beeced on
her by the cold-hearted priest.

Eventually she told him it was time to go. He séid,
will go. But first, since the old priest has beenmean to
you, let me give him one good blow to the head!® &greed
and hid him in a closet. This too was part of esret plan.

When the priest arrived, his lady said, “My lorddan
master, I'm so happy today! I'd like to dance whjtau play
the guitar.”

The priest said, “Of course, my beauty.” “But I'mot
shy to dance in front of you,” she added, “so measar this
blindfold while | dance.” Again he agreed to hegquest and
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she put a blindfold over his eygs.

The priest played a pretty tune on his complicated
Indian guitar, while his lady danced. After a hessaid, “As
part of my dance, won’'t you let me give you a taptbe
head?” “As you wish, my dear,” he said.

Then she motioned to the playboy, who came othef
closet, snuck up from behind, and hit the old pras the
head! His eyes nearly popped out, and a bump begiaig
from the blow. He cried out and the lady put handchan his.
He said, “Such a soft hand sure can deliver a walfoy
dear!”

The playboy returned to the closet. The lady rerdove
the priest’s blindfold and put some ointment on Ihisnp.
When he had left, the serving woman hid the playinayer
flower basket and smuggled him out of the mandtmwent
immediately to the king and told him the whole gtdn a
very boastful way of course.

The next day the royal priest went to the palace as
usual. The king said, “Shall we gamble on the thaodvwhe
dice?” The priest, expecting to win once more, agrdust as
before, the king recited his lucky charm:

“If tempted any woman will, for sure,
Give up her faithfulness and act impure.”

As usual the priest added:

8 There is here a visual and verbal pun on the stateeofal blindness that the
minister imposed on the young girgridha-blata” of one of the alternate titles of
this story referring both to this state and to beinglfolded.
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“Except my woman — faithful evermore!”

But lo and behold the dice fell in the king's fawamd
he took the priest’s money.

The king said, “Oh priest, your woman is no excapiti
True faithfulness cannot be forced! Your plan wasratch a
newborn baby girl, lock her up behind seven gatesdged
by seven guards, and force her to be good. Buthate
failed. Any prisoner’s greatest wish is freedom!

“She blindfolded you and then her playboy loveregav
you that bump on your old bald head — which proy@sr
gates and guards were useless!”

The priest returned home and accused his ladyirBut
the meantime, she had come up with a plan of her. Gne
said, “No, no, my lord, | have been completely Hhit to
you. No man has ever touched me except you! Andlll w
prove it in a trial by fire. | will walk on fire vihout being
burned to prove | speak the truth.”

She ordered the old servant woman to fetch herteen,
playboy. She was to tell him to take the lady by hland and
prevent her from stepping in the flames. This tloenan did.

On the day of the trial by fire, the priest’s lasiid to
the crowd of onlookers, “I have never been touchgdny
man except this priest, my master. By this truthyrhe fire
have no power over me.”

Then, just as she was about to step into the tire,
playboy leaped from the crowd and grabbed her héled.
shouted, “Stop! Stop! How can this priest be seekas to
force this tender young lady into a raging fire!”

She shook her hand free and said to the priest, “My
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lord, since this man has touched my hand, the kgdire is
useless. But you can see my good intention!”

The priest realized he had been tricked. He beaa$e
he drove her away forever. At last she was frebimf, and
mistress of her own fate.

The Buddha said:

“The king in those days was | who have become the
Buddha.”

The moral: “You can’t force someone to be good.”
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The Wicked Lady and the Buttermilk Wise Man
[Seduction]

[Takka-Jataka (Takkariya-Jataka)]

This story was also told while the Buddha was tagl
in Jetavana temple with regard to another monk wis
enamored with a woman and who wanted to disrobe.

Once upon a time, a very rich man was living in
Benares, in northern India. He had a daughter was ene
of the most beautiful women in the city. Her skiasnas soft
as rose petals, her complexion was like lotus bloss and
her hair was as black as midnight. But unforturyatetr
beauty was only skin deep. For, on the inside,vehe very
cruel. She insulted her servants and even enjogediny
them. She became known as the ‘Wicked Lady
[Dutthakunari].

One day she went down to the river for her bathil&Vvh
she bathed, her servant girls played and splashiat iwater.
Suddenly it became dark and a heavy rainstorm agmoe
them. Most of the attendants and guards ran awae. T
servant girls said to each other, “This would hpedect time
to get rid of the Wicked Lady once and for all!” $uey
deserted her there, still bathing in midstream. Bham
became more and more terrible as the sun set.

When the servant girls arrived home without the
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Wicked Lady, the rich man asked them, “Where is my
precious daughter?” They replied, “We saw her cgnont

of the river, but since then we haven't seen hee. dun't
know where she went.” The rich man sent out redstito
search for her, but she was nowhere to be founénhibile

the Wicked Lady had been swept downstream by the
ferocious flooded river.

There just so happened to be a holy man livindhen t
forest next to the river. In this peaceful areahael been
meditating for a long time, until he had come tgogrthe
inner happiness of a high mental state. Becauséhisf
happiness, he was quite sure he had left the axdaesires
of the world behind.

At about midnight the Wicked Lady was carried past
the holy man’s hut by the raging river. She wasngrout
and screaming for help. When he heard her, the malp
realized a woman was in danger. So he took a togin to
the river and saw her being swept along. He dive@nd
saved her. He comforted her, saying, “Don’t woliy ook
after you.”

He carried her into his hut and made a fire tolayoff
and warm her up. He gave her fruits to eat. When redd
eaten her fill, he asked, “Where do you live? Had gbu
fall in the river?” She told him about the stornddmw she
was deserted by her servants. He took pity on ihedet her
sleep in his hut for the next couple nights. He dathslept
under the stars.

When she had recovered her strength, he told hexst
time to return home. But she knew that he was ype bf
holy man who promised never to live with a womas, a
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husband and wife. That was why he had slept outslile
she had slept in the hut.

Just to prove her own power and superiority over,hi
she decided to seduce him into breaking his relgio
promise. She refused to leave until she had tri¢ckedinto
falling in love with her.

The Wicked Lady used the poses and tricks and
flatteries that women learn. The holy man was mbtsgrong
enough to resist her tempting ways. After a fewsdale
succeeded in seducing him into breaking his proniitey
began living together in the quiet forest as ifytheere
husband and wife. He lost the inner happiness beghmed
by years of meditating.

But soon the Wicked Lady grew bored with fores.lif
She missed the noise and excitement of crowdedif@tySo
she cooed and coaxed until she got her way, arydniloged
to a nearby village.

In the beginning, the holy man supported her bynsgl
buttermilk? Later on, the villagers came and asked him for
advice. They soon realized that listening to hiwuight good
fortune. So they started calling him ‘the ButtekmiVise
Man’ [Takkapadita], and gave him a hut to live in.

Then one day a gang of bandits attacked the village
They robbed all the valuables and kidnaped soméhef
villagers, including the Wicked Lady. When they totheir
forest hideout they divided up the loot. When thmgan
dividing up the prisoners, the bandit chief wasaated by
the Wicked Lady's great beauty. So he took heriarself

® There is an ambiguity here. The wordkkd can mean either ‘buttermilk’ or
‘dates’.
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as a wife.

All the other prisoners were soon released. Whesy t
returned to the village, the Buttermilk Wise Markes what
happened to his wife. They told him she had beet ks
wife by the bandit chief. He thought, “She will me\be able
to live without me. She will find a way to escapelaome
back to me.” Deciding the village was now unlucki},the
others left it. But the Buttermilk Wise Man remainm his
hut, convinced that his wife would return.

Lo and behold, the Wicked Lady enjoyed the exciting
life of bandits. But she worried that her husbaruil come
and take her back. She thought, “Then | would &iteny
newfound luxuries. | would be safer if | got rid afm.
Therefore, | will send him a letter, pretendingoedeeply in
love with him. Just as before | will use my power o
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seduction to cause his downfall. But this time hi nveet
his death, and | will remain the bandit queen!”

When the Buttermilk Wise Man received the letter he
believed every word. He rushed into the forest mamdto the
gang’s hideout. When he called out to her, the \&tickady
came out and said, “Oh my lord and master, I'm a&oply to
see you. | can hardly wait to escape with you. iy is not
a good time. The bandit chief could easily follogrand Kkill
us both. So let us wait until nightfall.” She tobkn inside,
fed him, and hid him in a closet.

When the chief returned in the evening he was drunk
The Wicked Lady asked him, “My lord and chief, duysaw
my former husband now, what would you do?” “I woblehat
him up and kick him from one side of the room te tther!”
he bragged, “Where is he now?” “He is much clobantyou
think,” she said, “In fact, he is right here ingluloset!”

He opened the door and dragged out the Buttermilk
Wise Man. He proceeded to beat him up and kickdmooind
the room, just as he had boasted. His poor victdmat cry
out. He only muttered —

“Ungrateful hater,
Lying traitor.”

That was all he said. It seemed he was finallyniegr a
lesson — but so painfully!

Eventually the drunken bandit got tired of beatmma.
He tied him up, ate dinner, and passed out intouaken
sleep.

The next morning, after sleeping off his drunkemsnes
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the bandit chief woke up sober. He began beatiddarking
his tied up victim again. Still the Buttermilk Widdan did
not cry out, but kept on muttering —

“Ungrateful hater,
Lying traitor.”

The bandit thought, “While | keep punishing thisrma
why does he keep saying the same thing over and?’ove
Seeing that his wife was still fast asleep, he @adken what
he meant.

The Buttermilk Wise Man replied, “Listen and | will
tell. | was a forest holy man, peacefully enjoymdyigh state
of mind. One night | heard this woman crying oushes was
being swept down river in a storm. | saved her hfed
brought her back to health. Meanwhile she seduce@ma |
lost all my inner calm and happiness. We wentve In a
village and | led a very ordinary life. Then youkaped her.
She sent me a letter saying she suffered living yau, and
begged me to rescue her. So you see — she entieadton
this disaster. She put me at your mercy. Thahig| say —

‘Ungrateful hater,
Lying traitor.”

The bandit chief was not stupid. He thought, “Trnizn
was such a good provider, and yet she has put mhithis
plight. What would she be capable of doing to ntefould
be better to finish her off!”

He untied the Buttermilk Wise Man and comforted him
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saying, “Don’t worry, I'll look after you.” He awadned the
Wicked Lady and said, “My darling, let us kill thisan right
next to his own village.” He took them to the boandof the
deserted village. He told her to hold her formesband.
Then he raised his mighty sword and came down ivitBut

at the last instant he sliced the Wicked Lady ilf! ha

Even someone as wicked as this murderous bandit can
change his ways. He began by nursing his formead back
to health. After a few days of rest he asked, “Wdrat you
going to do now?”

The wise man replied, “I don't want to live as a
householder anymore. | want to return to my olad$orand
meditate.”

The bandit said, “l, too, would like to be ordainaad
learn to meditate in the forest.” After giving ulb las stolen
goods, he went and lived in the forest with thet&umilk
Wise Man as his teacher. After much effort, theyhbo
attained a high state of inner happiness.

The Buddha then finalized this story, saying:

“The bandit chief is todaynanda. And |, myself, was
the holy man.”

The moral: “Seduction can be dangerous to men amden
both.”



64, 65

Country Man and City Wife
[Adultery]

[64. Durajana-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Jetavana monastery with regard to a layman @fati
whose wife changed her character unpredictably. r He
husband could not figure her out. She upset hirmaonh,
that he neglected going to visit the Buddha. Oae when
he finally went to see the Buddha, with perfumes #owers
in his hands, the Buddha questioned him as to vehwas
absent for so long. On telling the Buddha theasitun with
his wife, the Buddha told him that he had alreaggrbtold in
the past that women were hard to figure out. Buaocount
of re-becoming, this had become clouded over innfisd.
And on so saying, the Buddha told this story ofghst:

* * *

[65. Anabhirati-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Jetavana temple about another layman who, when he
discovered that his wife was unfaithful to him, dee so
upset that he also neglected going to see the BudtlVhen
he finally went to see the Buddha, and was askedhehhad
been absent for so long, he told the Buddha theoreaThe
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Buddha said, “Long ago, a wise person told you twot
become upset by the naughtiness of women, butesepre
your equanimity. But on account of re-becomings thas

been forgotten by you.” And at the layman’s requése

Buddha told the story of the past:

* * *

Once upon a time, there was a well known teacher wh
taught in and around Benares. He had over 500 stsid@ne
of these was from the distant countryside. Knowiitile
about the ways of city folks, he fell in love wighBenares
girl and married her. After the marriage he resunhesl
studies with the famous teacher. But he startedsings
classes, sometimes staying away for two or thres da a
time.

His wife was used to doing whatever she wantednEve
though she was married to the student, she waleyeitand
faithful. She still had secret boyfriends.

It just so happened that after she had been with a
boyfriend, she acted very humble with her husb&diae
spoke softly and tried very hard to please him. @utther
days, when she had done nothing wrong, she wasande
domineering. She yelled at her husband and naggedrhis
drove the man crazy. He was completely confusedhdyy
differently she acted from one day to the next.

The country man was so disturbed that he stayeg awa
from his classes. And while he remained home heodered
that his city wife was unfaithful. He was so up#edt he
missed school for seven or eight days.
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When he finally showed up, the famous teacherdyske
“Young man, you have been away so long. What was th
matter?” He replied, “Sir, my wife is cheating oe.nShe is a
big problem to me. On some days she likes me vearghm
and acts as humble as a servant. But on other slay/ss
arrogant and domineering, rough and rude. | cagiiré her
out. | don’t know what to do or where to go forelhat's
why | couldn’t attend your classes.”

The teacher said, “Young man, don’t worry. Rivesis c
be bathed in by anyone, rich or poor. Highwaysamopen
to all. Generous people build roadside rest hotsegain
merit, and anyone can sleep there. Likewise, alhalcome
to take water from the village well.

“So, too, there are some women who won’t be faithfu
to one man. They love to keep their secret boyfiseThat’'s
just the way some people are. It's hard to undedstahy
they act the way they do. But why get angry abduatwou
cannot change?
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“On the days when your wife has been with a
boyfriend, those are the days she acts meek amd But on
the days when she has done nothing wrong, thos¢hare
days she acts rough and rude. That's just the weayes
people are. So why get angry about what you cacimtige?

“Accept her the way she is. Treat her in the same
understanding way, whether she is kind or mearmto Why
get angry about what you cannot change?”

The student from the countryside followed the famou
teacher's advice. He no longer got upset by hig wite’'s
behavior. And when she realized that her actionee vi®
longer secret, she gave up her boyfriends and edhhgr
ways.

“The husband and wife in the past are the santbeas
husband and wife today. And | who have become the
Buddha was the teacher.”

The moral: “Understanding relieves anger.”
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66, 251

The Wisdom of Queen Tenderhearted
[Lust]

[66. Mudulakkhana-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery with regard to a monk who, during almsndh
saw a beautiful woman wearing beautiful clothingd an
because of this, his mind lost its equilibrium dredbecame
consumed with desire. When the Buddha became avfare
this, he said to this monk, “Such a situation igura. It has
happened before to many people of pure mind.” Al
Buddha told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being
[Mudulakkhaya] was born into a rich high-class family in
Kasi, in northern India. He grew to young manhood and
completed his education. Then he gave up ordinasyres
and left the everyday world. He became a holy mahveent
to live by himself in the Himalayan forests. He ntatdd for
a long time, developed high mental powers, and fillas
with inner happiness.

Having run out of salt, one day he came down to the
city of Benares. He spent the night in the royatiga. In the
morning he washed himself, tied his tangled haa knot on
top of his head, and dressed in a black antelope sle
folded up the robe made of red bark which he ugweadire.
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Then he went into the city to collect alms food.

When he arrived at the palace gate, King Brahmadatt
was walking back and forth on his terrace. Whesde the
humble looking holy man he thought, “If there i€l thing
as perfect calm, this man must have found it!” Hel tis
servants bring him into the palace.

The holy man was seated on a luxurious couch arsd wa
fed the very best foods. He thanked the king. Tihg kaid,
“You are welcome to live in my royal garden pernrahe |
will provide the ‘Four Necessitiestftu-paccayss] — food,
clothing, shelter and medicine. In so doing | maingmerit
leading to rebirth in a heaven world.”

The holy man accepted this kind offer. He spent the
next 16 years living in the royal garden of Benai2gring
that time he taught all in the king’'s family, areteived the
Four Necessities from the king.

One day King Brahmadatta decided he must go to a
frontier area and put down a revolt. Before leavimg
ordered his queen to care for the needs of therhaly. Her
name was Queen Tenderhearted [Mudulakkha

She prepared food every day for the holy man. Then
one day he was late in arriving for his meal. Whiksting,
Queen Tenderhearted refreshed herself in a perflradd
dressed in fine clothes and jewelry, and lay dowradittle
couch.

Meanwhile the Enlightenment Being had been
meditating in a particularly joyful mental state.héh he
realized what time it was, he used the power ofnhéntal
purity to fly through the air to the palace.

When Queen Tenderhearted heard the rustling sound
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made by his bark robe, she rose up suddenly franaduech.
In so doing, her blouse accidentally slipped doanj@ist a
moment — and the holy man glimpsed her from thedamw
as he entered. He was surprised by the unusual gighe
gueen’s great beauty.

Desire, which had been subdued but not erased,
within him. It was just like a cobra rises, spreaghis hood,
from the basket in which it is kept. His desirergal force,
his perfect calm disappeared, and his mind logtiutty. He
was wounded, like a crow with a broken wing.

The holy man could not eat his food. He took itk
his temple dwelling in the royal garden, and puintler his
bed. His mind was enslaved by the sight of the tyeafl
Queen Tenderhearted. His heart was burning withreddde
remained on his bed, without eating or drinking,tfee next
seven days.

Finally the king arrived home again. He circled thig
and then went directly to see the holy man in thedgn
temple. Seeing him lying in bed, he thought he srek. He
cleaned out the temple and sat down next to himbégmn
massaging his feet, and asked, “Reverend sir, \laat
happened to you? Are you sick?”

The holy man replied, “Oh great king, my only siekn
Is that | am caught in the chains of desire.” “Wisait you
desire?” asked the king. “Queen Tenderhearted, orgy.”l
“Your reverence,” said the king, “I will give Tendearted
to you. Come with me.”

rose

When they arrived at the palace, King Brahmadadth h

his queen dressed in her finest clothing and jgwé&lhen he
secretly told her to help the unfortunate holy megain his
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purity. She replied, “I know what to do, my lordwill save
him.” Then the king gave her away and she leftghkace
with the holy man.

After they passed through the main gate she s, “
must have a house to live in. Go back and ask it fior
one.” He returned and asked the king for a houbke.King
gave them a tiny run-down hut that people had hesamg as
an outhouse.

The holy man took the queen to their new home, but
she refused to go inside. He asked why. She sBiel;duse
it's filthy! Go back to the king and get a shovalddabasket.”

He obeyed and when he returned she ordered hino @l d
the cleaning. He even had to plaster the wallsfimad with
fresh cow dung!

Then she commanded him to go to the palace and get
her a bed. Then a chair. Then a lamp, bed lineagoking
pot, a water pot. She ordered him to get all thieisgs one at
a time, and he obeyed dutifully. She sent him tongeer for
her bath and many other things. He set out therviatéher
bath and then made up the bed.

Finally they sat down next to each other on the. bed
Suddenly she grabbed him by the whiskers, shookdaok
and forth, pulled him towards her and said, “Doydu
remember that you are a holy man and a priest?”

Only then was he shocked out of his mad infatuation
and made to realize who he was. Having regaineddifs
awareness, he thought, “Oh what a pitiful statavehfallen
into. | have been blinded by my desire into becayarslave.
Beginning with only the sight of a woman, this n@aeving
could lead me into a hell world. My body was bumias if
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I'd been shot in the heart with an arrow of desBat there
was no bleeding wound! Not seeing her body asaityravas,
my own foolishness caused all my suffering!”

Then he spoke out loudly, “On this very day | will
return the wise Queen Tenderhearted to the nobieg Ki
Brahmadatta. Then I will fly back to my forest hdine

After taking her back, he said to the king, “I diowant
your queen anymore. Before | had her, she was ngy on
desire. After | got her, one desire led to anothrdlessly,
leading only to hell.”

The wise Queen Tenderhearted, by using her
intelligence and knowledge of life, had given aagrgift to
the holy man. Rather than taking advantage of leiakness,
she had restored his purity.

In perfect calm the Enlightenment Being rose irfite t
air, preached to the king, and then magically flewthe
Himalayan forests. He never again returned to tidenary
world. After meditating for years in peace and jbg, died
and was reborn in a high heaven world.

The Buddha then identified the births, saying:

“The king in those days is today the veneraktanda.
Queen Tenderhearted is today the nun UppataévaAnd |,
myself, was the holy man.”
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laves. Wisdom liberates.”

ire ens

“‘Des

The moral
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67

A Wife and Mother Who Was a Sister First
[An Intelligent Woman]

[Uccharnga-Jataka)

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
temple about a countrywoman who cried, as if in mmyg.
The Buddha said she did just so before. And he tioils
story of the past:

Once upon a time some bandits robbed a villagen The
they escaped into a thick forest. Some men fronvilfege
chased them. They surrounded the forest and sehitche
the robbers, but they could not find them.

When they came out of the forest they saw three
farmers plowing in their field. They immediatelyptared
them and said, “Aha! You bandits are pretendingb&o
innocent farmers interested only in plowing! Com#hwis to
the king, you thieves!” They tied them up and tdb&m as
prisoners to the king. He locked them in the pathasgeon.

Then a woman began coming to the palace courtyard.
For several days she came and cried, as if in nmagirn

One day the king heard her cries and asked heme c
inside. He asked why she was crying. She saidaveteard
that my husband, son and brother are all your peissy my
lord.”

The king had the three men brought up from the
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dungeon. Being a generous ruler, he said to theamorti
will give you one of these three. Which one do ghoose?”

The woman asked, “Can’t you give me all three, my
lord?” The king replied, “No, | cannot.”

After carefully considering, she said, “If you willot
give me all three, then give me my brother, oh lardy.”

The king was surprised by her choice. He said, “You
should choose your husband or son. Why would yont wa
your brother instead?”
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The smart woman replied, “Oh my lord, when | go out
onto the roadway, a new husband would be easydo And
then | could easily have another son. A husband son is
easy to come by in this world. But since my paremésdead,
| could never get another brother!”

The king was impressed by the intelligence and
thinking ability shown by this simple woman. Somfehes
own ministers were not nearly as smart! So he @ecia
reward her. He said, “l return all three to youodiybrother,
husband and son.”

The Buddha said:

“The woman today is the same as the woman then.
And the three men then were the same as three ogay t
whose arrest was the cause for this woman’s crgsg in
mourning, today.”

The moral: “It's a fortunate brother who has arelligent
sister.”
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68, 237

3,000 Births
[Rebirth]

[Saketa-Jataka]

When the Buddha was staying in the garden named
Afjanavana nearaReta, this story was told to a Brahmin of
that town.

One day, when the Buddha was going on alms roand i
the city of Sketa, an old Brahmin fell at the Buddha's feet
and said, “Son, why have you been gone for so loig?
the duty of children to take care of their parantsheir old
age? Come, your mother is waiting for you at hdmEhe
Brahmin then took the Buddha, together with the ksoro
his house where his wife, too, greeted the Buddlyng,
“Son, why have you been gone for so long? Isfitthe duty
of children to take care of their parents in thaa age?”
And the Buddha and the monks were shown hospitality
[dana]. The Buddha then recited tliara Suttg the sutta
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concerning old ag€. And the Brahmin and his wife attained
the once-returner state of mind, becoming Sagadin-s.
The Buddha and the monks then went back to Afjarava

The monks discussed this in the evening in the
preaching hall. They said that the Buddha mustwié
aware that Suddhodana was his father, andamaya his
mother, yet the Buddha said nothing when this aupl
claimed him as their son. Hearing them talk, theldha
said, “Oh monks, this old couple was correct innciag me
as their son.” And saying this, he told a storyha past:

Once upon a time the Bodhisatta — the Enlightenment
Being — was born into an ordinary family. It justisappened
that he had the same father in his next 500 rehiritne
father was then reborn as the uncle in the nextrébiths,
and the grandfather in the next 500.

In the next 500 rebirths he had the same motheo, wh
was reborn as the aunt in the next 500, and finddky
grandmother in the next 500.

Amazing as it may seem, after 3,000 rebirths, tla@ m
of 1,500 and the woman of 1,500 rebirths were melzord
became husband and wife. But the Bodhisatta wasrmeb
with a different mother and father! However, he elys
respected everyone, not just the mother and fathdris
present rebirth.

The Buddha explained the connection in this way:

“This Brahmin and his wife were those relatives
through all those lives. They were my parents ianyn
births, and | who am today the Buddha was theirisanany

19 TheJara Suttais the sixttsuttain the Arthakavaggeof theSutta Nigita.
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births.”

The moral: “One way or another, we're all related.”
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69

The Strong-minded Snake
[Determination]

[Visavanta-Jitaka]

The Buddha delivered thiatdka story when he was in
Jetavana monastery with regard to the veneratrlpita.

One day, villagers brought sweetcakes to the manks
the monastery, and most of these were eaten. & wa
suggested that what remained should be saved @meth
monks who were absent in the village. This waseddut
one young monk who returned very late found traip8tta
had eaten the sweetcakes set aside for him. Dogaed, he
said, “Siriputta must have a sweet tooth! After all, whe@slo
not like sweets?” This troubledifpoutta a great deal, and he
decided never again to eat sweetcakes.

This abstention became common knowledge among the
monks. One day, the monks gathered in the evanirnige
preaching hall were talking about this, when theddha
entered. The Buddha told them thatifgutta, once he has
given anything up, would never return to it eveauiph his
life might be at stake. And the Buddha told ths of the
past:

Once upon a time there was a doctor who was arrtexpe
at treating snakebites. One day he was called yothe
relatives of a man who had been bitten by a dgaaisonous
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snake.

The doctor told them, “There are two ways of tregti
this snakebite. One is by giving medicine. The ptlkeby
capturing the snake who bit him, and forcing hinstck out
his own poison.” The family said, “We would like fiod the
snake and make him suck the poison out.”

After the snake was caught, the doctor asked hind
you bite this man?” “Yes, | did,” said the snake/éll then,”
said the doctor, “You must suck your own poison authe
wound.” But the strong-willed snake replied, “Tdback my
own poison? Never! | have never done such a thimd) la
never will!”

Then the doctor started a wood fire and said to the
snake, “If you don’t suck that poison out, I'll dw you in
this fire and burn you up!”

But the snake had made up his mind. He said, “I'd
rather die!” And he began moving towards the fire.

In all his years, the snakebite expert doctor haden
seen anything like this! He took pity on the cow@gs
snake, and kept him from entering the flames. Hsduss
medicines and magic spells to remove the poisom filoe
suffering man.

The doctor admired the snake’'s single-minded
determination. He knew that if he used his deteatiom in a
wholesome way he could improve himself. So he tabgh
the Five Training Stepspffica-ga-s, the first fivesikkha-
padas] to avoid unwholesome actions. Then he set ngm f
and said, “Go in peace and harm no one.”

At the end of this story, the Buddha identifiece th
births, saying:

115



“Sariputta was the snake in those times. And | who
have become the Buddha was the doctor.”

The moral: “Determination wins respect.”
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70

The Shovel Wise Man
[Renunciation]

[Kuddala-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while he was dwellimg i
Jetavaarama with regard to the venerable Cittahattha
Sariputta.

The venerable Cittahatthargutta, when he was living
as a layman, used to till fields for people, foriabthhe got
paid. One day, he happened to go to the monastedythere
he was given very delicious food, much more talsgntthe
food he was used to eating. This made him thinkituself
that rather than exert great effort in tilling @is| he ought to
become a monk. And he entered the monkhooddi&s.
As he had difficulty in keeping his mind focusedr fo
meditation, though, after several weeks he disrob&it
then, his belly drew him back to the monkhood agaihis
happened six times. Then, the seventh time he tatketo
the order, through his chanting and meditatiorhd@ame an
Arahant [saint]. Other monks chided him, and askkén
he would be leaving them again. The Buddha tokimnth
though, that this would not happen. And saying,tline
Buddha told them a story of the past:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being was born
into a family of vegetable gardeners. After he gnapvhe
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cleared a patch of land with his shovel. He grewbse
pumpkins, melons, cucumbers and other vegetabiteselhe
sold to earn a humbile living.

The shovel was his one and only possession in the
whole world. He carried it with him everywhere. Som
people thought he carried it in the same way astamonk
carries his walking staff. So he became known asShovel
Wise Man’ [Kuddilapandita].

One day he thought, “What good does it do me ® liv
the ordinary everyday life of a gardener? | wiNajiup this
life and go meditate in the forest. Then | will preaceful and
happy.” So the Shovel Wise Man hid his one possassiis
shovel, and became a forest meditator.

Before too long, he started thinking about his only
possession, his shovel. He was so attached tachbigel that
he couldn’t get it out of his mind, no matter hoardh he
tried! Trying to meditate seemed useless, so he gaiwp. He
returned to his shovel and his ordinary life asegetable
gardener.

Lo and behold, in a little while the Shovel Wise Ma
again gave up the everyday life, hid his shovel laecame a
forest meditator. Again he could not get his shoglof his
mind, and returned to being a gardener. All in #lis
happened six times!

The next time the Shovel Wise Man gave up his fores
meditation, he finally realized it was becauseisfdid worn
out shovel that he had gone back and forth seveesti So
he decided to throw it away, once and for all, aheap river.
Then he would return to the forest for good.

He took his shovel down to the riverbank. He thdugh
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“Let me not see where this shovel enters the watdrerwise
it may tempt me again to give up my quest.” Solbsex his
eyes, swung the shovel in a circle over his heagetlimes,
and let it fly into the midst of the river. Reahg that he
would never be able to find the shovel again, lousdd, just
like a lion roars, “I have conquered! | have conmgdél have
conquered!”

It just so happened that the King of Benares
[Brahmadatta] was riding by at that very moment. wihes
returning from putting down a revolt in a bordeltage. He
had bathed in the river, and had just seated hinesehis
magnificent royal elephant. He was riding back em&res in
a victory procession.
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When he heard the triumphant shouts of the
Enlightenment Being, he said to his ministers, tékms Who
Is shouting, just like a lion roars, ‘I have concpd? Whom
has he conquered? Bring that man to me!”

When they brought the Shovel Wise Man to him, the
king said, “I am a conqueror because | have woratieb
You say that you have conquered. Whom did you ceriju

The Enlightenment Being replied, “Your lordshipeav
if you conquer a hundred thousand armies, they are
meaningless victories if you still have unwholesdahmughts
and desires in your own mind! By conquering thesicrg in
my mind, | know | have won the battle against unilesome
thoughts.”

As he spoke he concentrated his mind on the water i
the river, then on the idea of water itself, anacheed a high
mental state. In a sitting position he rose inte #ir. He
preached these words of Truth [Dhamma] to the king:
“Defeating an enemy who returns to fight you agamd
again is no real victory. But if you defeat the
unwholesomeness in your own mind, no one can thie t
true victory from you!”

While the king was listening to these words, all
unwholesome thoughts left his mind. It occurrechim to
give up the ordinary world and seek real peace and
happiness. He asked, “Where are you going now, angé”

He answered, “I| am going to the Himalayas, oh kitgg,
practice meditation.” The king said, “Please take with
you. | too wish to give up the common worldly lifé.o and
behold, as the king turned northward with the ShoVise
Man, so did the entire army and all the royal ntens and
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attendants.

Soon the news reached the people of Benares that th
king and all those with him were leaving the oraynaorld
and following the Shovel Wise Man to the Himalay&lsen
all the people in the entire city of Benares folmvthem
towards the northern mountains. Benares was empty!

This great migration of people came to the attentb
the god Sakka, King of the Heaven of 33. Never Iradeen
so many giving up worldly power. He ordered thehdect of
the gods [Vissakamma] to build a dwelling placetie
Himalayan forests for all these people.

When they arrived in the Himalayas, the Shovel Wise
Man was the first to announce that he had giventhgp
ordinary world for good. Then all those with himddihe
same. Never was so much worldly power given up, or
renounced, at the same time.

The Shovel Wise Man developed what holy men call
the ‘Four Heavenly States of Mindtafiari-brahma-
vihara-s]. First is loving-kindnessnjettz], tender affection
for all. Second is feeling sympathy and pity fdrthbse who
suffer karura]. Third is feeling happiness for all those who
are joyful [muditz]. And the fourth state is balance and calm,
even in the face of difficulties or troublagpekkia].

He taught the others advanced meditation. Withtgrea
effort they all gained high mental states, leadmgebirth in
heaven worlds.

The story having been told, the Buddha said:

“Ananda was King Brahmadatta at that time. The
Buddha's followers today were King Brahmadatta’'s
followers. And the Shovel Wise Man was | who arday
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the fully enlightened one.”

The moral: “Only one possession is enough to kkeptind
from finding freedom.”
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The Green Wood Gatherer
[Laziness]

[Varana-Jataka)

When the Buddha was living in Jetagema, this
Jataka story was told with regard to the venerable
Kutumbiyaputtatissa.

Kutumbiyaputtatissa once went to Jetavana temple with
twenty-nine of his friends froma8atthi to make offerings to
the Buddha. Hearing the Buddha preach, they aaine
monks. After staying there for five years withithteachers,
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they wished to go off into the forest to becomeetiss and
meditate. After asking the Buddha for topics foeit

meditation, they left Jetavarama. But Kuumbiyaputtatissa
weakened in his determination, thinking of the shids of

ascetic life and the sweet food available at timepte. And

he turned back.

When the rainy season was over the others, haling
gained Arahant-ship [sainthood, through the erdidinaof
defilement], returned to Jetavaama to see the Buddha.
Kutumbiyaputtatissa heard the Buddha praise them,sanhd
his mind on following their example. When they aibed
permission to go back to the forest, he decidaetiarn with
them. That same night, though, filled with a y@&agnto
begin his austerities at once, he slept in an appgsture.
But in the middle of the night, he fell down andke his
thighbone. This accident delayed the departurih@fother
monks. The Buddha, hearing of this, blamed
Kutumbiyaputtatissa for his unseasonable zeal. HEetbat
this was not the first time that their departures wilayed
because of Kiwmbiyaputtatissa. And he told this story of the
past:

Once upon a time there was a world-famous teacher
and holy man in the city of TakkasilHe had 500 students
training under him.

One day these 500 young men went into the forest to
gather firewood. One of them came upoviaaana-tree with
no leaves! He thought, “How lucky | am! This tree must be

" The bark of avarana-tree looks dry from the outside, but inside its wood is
green.
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dead and dry, perfect for firewood. So what'’s thery? I'll
take a nap while the others are busy searchingambods.
When it's time to return, it will be easy to clintis tree and
break off branches for firewood. So what's the heirrHe
spread his jacket on the ground, lay down on idl, &&f fast
asleep — snoring loudly.

After a while all the other students began carntimgr
bundles of firewood back to TakkasilOn their way they
passed the snoring sleeper. They kicked him to viserkeup
and said, “Wake up! Wake up! It's time to return dar
teacher.”

The lazy student woke up suddenly and rubbed his
eyes. Still not fully awake, he climbed up the tide began
breaking off branches and discovered that they weteally
still green, not dry at all. While he was breakorge of them,
it snapped back and poked him in the eye. From tdmehe
had to hold his eye with one hand while he finisgathering
his bundle of green wood. Then he carried it bagk t
Takkasih, running to catch up. He was the last one badal, an
threw his bundle on top of the rest.

Meanwhile an invitation arrived to a religious
ceremony. It was to be held the next day at a remidige.
The holy man told his 500 pupils, “This will be gbtraining
for you. You will have to eat an early breakfasintrrow
morning. Then go to the village for the religiousnsce.
When you return, bring back my share of the offgsiras
well as your own.”

The students awoke early the next morning. They
awakened the college cook and asked her to prdapare
breakfast porridge. She went out in the dark tovtbedpile.
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She picked up the top bundle of the lazy man’smgreeod.
She brought it inside and tried to start her coglire. But
even though she blew and blew on it, she couldst'tlye fire
going. The wood was too green and damp.

When the sun came up there was still no fire for
cooking breakfast. The students said, “It's gettiogbe too
late to go to the village.” So off they went toithteacher.

The teacher asked them, “Why are you still here®¥ Wh
haven't you left yet?” They told him, “A lazy goddr-
nothing slept while we all worked. He climbed aetrand
poked himself in the eye. He gathered only greeadaand
threw it on top of the woodpile. This was picked mpthe
college cook. Because it was green and damp, shdrcb
get the breakfast fire started. And now it's totelto go to
the village.”

The world-famous teacher said, “A fool who is lazy
causes trouble for everyone. When what should be darly
Is put off until later, it is soon regretted.”

After telling this story, the Buddha identifiecethbirths
in this way:

“The lazy student who hurt his eye in those days,
today Kuumbiyaputtatissa. The other students were the
Buddha’s followers today. And their world-famouwsmacther
was | who have today become the Buddha.”

The moral: “Don’t put off until tomorrow what yooan do
today.”
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The Elephant King Goodness
[Generosity and Ingratitude]

[Silavangga-Jatakal

The Buddha told thisafbka story while he was living in
the Bamboo Grove temple with regard to Devadatéek of
gratitude, and his not recognizing the Buddha'sueis. At
the request of the monks gathered in the preadmfigwho
were discussing this topic, the Buddha told thaysof the
past:

Once upon a time the Enlightenment Being was bsrn a
an elephant. He was wonderfully white in color vglog like
polished silver. His feet were as smooth and brightthe
finest lacquer. His mouth was as red as the meghal red
carpet. And his marvelous eyes were like preciavgels,
sparkling in five colors — blue, yellow, red, whitnd
crimson.

The splendid beauty of this magnificent elephans wa
the outer form of the Enlightenment Being. But thes only
a pale reflection of his inner beauty — becausendumany
previous lives he had filled himself with the Teerféctions
[dasa-@ramita-s]: energy, determination, truthfulness,
wholesomeness, giving up attachment to the ordineamnd,
evenmindedness, wisdom, patience, generosity, boouose
— loving-kindness.
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When he became an adult, all the other elepharitgin
Himalayan forests came to follow and serve himoBefong
his kingdom contained a population of 80,000 elepha
Such a large nation was crowded and filled withrdctions.

In order to live more quietly, he separated himfeiin the

rest and went to live alone in a secluded parthefforest.
Because of his wholesomeness and purity, which easdy
seen by everyone, he was known as the Elephant King
Goodness [fava].

In the meantime, a forester from Benares travetéal i
these Himalayan foothills. He was searching fongki of
value he could sell back in Benares. After a whadost his
sense of direction. He ran back and forth tryindind his
way. Soon he became exhausted and scared to de¢ath!
began trembling and crying out loud from fear.

The Elephant King Goodness heard the sound of the
poor lost man’s frightened weeping. Immediately as
filled with pity and compassion. Wishing to helprhin any
way he could, he began walking through the forestatds
him.

But the man was in such a big panic that, whenale s
the gigantic elephant coming towards him, he siam@ning
away. When the wise elephant king saw this, hepsp
moving. Seeing this, the forester also stopped.nTkimg
Goodness began walking towards him again, the nzated
running, and once again stopped when the elephayed.

At that point the man thought, “This noble elephant
When | run, he stops. And when | stop, he walksarols me.
No doubt he intends me no harm — he must wantlprhe
instead!” Realizing this gave him the courage topsand
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wait.

As the Elephant King Goodness slowly approached, he
said, “My human friend, why are you wandering about
crying in panic?”

“Lord elephant,” said the man, “l lost all sense of
direction, became hopelessly lost, and was aframbuld
die!”

Then the Enlightenment Being took the foresterit h
own secluded dwelling place. He comforted and smbtiim
by treating him to the finest fruits and nuts i Hle
Himalayas. After several days he said, “My frieddn’t be
afraid. | will take you to the land where peoplkeeli Sit on
my back.” Then he began carrying him towards timel laf
men.

While riding comfortably on this glorious being,eth
man thought, “Suppose people ask me where | wasst be
able to tell everything.” So he made notes of &l t
landmarks, while being carried to safety by thedk&tephant
king.

When he came out of the thick forest near the haghw
to Benares, the Elephant King Goodness said, “Mgdgo
friend, take this road to Benares. Please donftameyone
where | live, whether they ask you or not.” Witlke$ke parting
words, the gentle elephant turned around and wack o
his safe and secret home.

The man had no trouble finding his way to Benares.
Then one day, while walking in the bazaar, he céonthe
shops of the ivory carvers. They carved ivory id@icate
and beautiful statues, scenes and shapes. Theefoasked
them, “Would you buy tusks that come from living
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elephants?”

The ivory carvers replied, “What a question! Evergo
knows the tusks from a live elephant are much naaheable
than from a dead orf& “Then | will bring you some live
elephant tusks,” said the forester.

Caring only for money, ignoring the safety of the
elephant king, and without any gratitude towaradsdhe who
had saved his life — the man put a sharp saw im kg other
provisions, and set out towards the home of Kingdbess.

When he arrived the elephant king asked him, “Oh my
dear human friend, what brings you back again?” ikigkip
a story, the greedy man said, “My lord elepharmiml a poor
man, living very humbly. As these times are vefffidilt for
me, | have come to beg from you just a little pietéusk. If
you can give it to me, | will take it home and sellThen |
will be able to provide for myself, and survive farwhile
longer.”

Pitying the man, the Elephant King Goodness s&, “
course my friend, | will give you a big piece okl Did you
happen to bring a saw with you?” “Yes lord,” saiuet
forester, “I did bring a saw.” “All right then,” sh the
generous King Goodness, “cut from both my tusks!”

As he said this, the elephant bent down on his knee
and offered up his spectacular silvery-white tuskthout
the slightest regret, the man sawed off big piexfes/ory
from both tusks.

2 The ivory from a live elephant is not as dried outttss ivory from a dead
elephant, and therefore is easier to carve.
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The Enlightenment Being picked up both pieces with
his trunk. He said, “Good friend, | am not givinguymy
lovely tusks because | dislike them and want to rggetof
them. Nor is it because they are not valuable to Bugd a
thousand times, even a hundred thousand times oozl
and valuable are the tusks of all knowable wisdarnich
leads to the realization of all Truth [Dhamma].”

Giving the wonderful tusks to the man, it was the
elephant’s wish that his perfect generosity wowdneually
lead him to the greatest wisdom.

The man went home and sold both pieces of ivory. Bu
it didn’t take long for him to spend all the mon&o again
he returned to the Elephant King Goodness. He lakhoe,
“My lord, the money | got by selling your ivory wamly
enough to pay off my debts. | am still a poor maung very
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humbly. Times are still hard in Benares, so plegise me
the rest of your tusks, oh generous one!”

Without hesitation, the elephant king offered wivats
left of his tusks. The man cut off all that he acbslee of
them, right down to the sockets in the elepharkidlsHe
left without a word of thanks. The wonderful kintkghant
meant no more to him than a bank account! He thekwvory
back to Benares, sold it, and squandered the mambgfore.

Once again the forester returned to the Himalaysmneh
of the Elephant King Goodness. And again he bedged
“Oh noble elephant king, it is so very hard to makeving in
Benares. Have pity on me and let me have the fegbuwr
Ivory — the roots of your tusks.”

Perfect generosity holds nothing back. So oncenagai
the elephant king bent down on his knees and afféxie
remaining stumps of ivory. The ungrateful betragier not
care at all for the elephant. He stepped onto tahgnificent
trunk — like a thick silver chain. He climbed updasat
between the pure white temples, on top of the dgnead —
like a snowy Himalayan dome. Then he roughly dugyiitn
his heels, rubbing and tearing away the tendeh fiesm the
stumps of the once-beautiful tusks. He used hi$ woitn-
down saw to cut and hack the ivory roots out of rloble
skull!

It is said there are many worlds — the hell worfd o
torture, the worlds of hungry ghosts, of animalsl aof
mankind, as well as many heaven worlds — from dlaest to
the highest. In all these worlds there are milliafideings
who, at one time or another, have been born aretl las
elephants. And some who tell this story say, thttoagh

132



they knew not why, all those one-time elephantstfe pain
of the Great Being — the Elephant King Goodness.

The forester departed carrying the bloody ivoryrgis.
Thinking there was no reason to see the elephaaithabge
didn’t bother to show any sign of gratitude or essp

The vast solid earth, which is strong enough talyeas
support great mountains, and is able to bear thstvirth
and stench, could not bear and support this crush’sn
enormous unwholesomeness. So, when he could nerltweg
seen by the suffering elephant, the mighty eadlad open
beneath him. Fire from the lowest hell world leapgul
engulfed him in bright red flames, and pulled hiowad to
his doomt®

This was witnessed by a tree-dwelling spirit tinaed
in the forest* She made the forest echo with the words, “An
ungrateful person will always be looked down on by
everyone. Never do something good for an ungriatefu
person.” The tree-dwelling spirit then taught ttnigh: “The
more an ungrateful person gets, the more he waxghing
in the world can satisfy his appetite.” The trawetling
spirit made the forest echo with such teachings.

As for the Elephant King Goodness, he lived o hi
life, passing on at last according to his wholesoeeds.

The Buddha identified the births in this way:

“The ungrateful forester was Devadatta. The tree-
dwelling spirit that witnessed the events of thisrng was

13 The fire of the hellijiraya] Avici burns, but it does not consume.

14 Snakes are often figured as tree-dwelling spirits, oe fefries. Such an
interpretation would be a pun on thaliRitle of this story, which could mean
either “The Story of a Virtuous Elephant” or “The Stoif a Virtuous Snake”.
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Sariputta. And | who am today the Buddha was the Bt
King Goodness.”

The moral: “The ungrateful stops at nothing, andsdhis
own grave.”
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Four on a Log
[Gratitude]

[Saccankira-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living at the Bamoo
Grove temple with regard to Devadatta’s attemptdltdim.

The Buddha said, “Oh monks, just as nowadays Ddisada
has attempted to kill me, but | have neverthelesgiged, so

it was also in the past.” And the assembled moegsested
the Buddha to tell the story of the past. The Buadobld it in
this way:

Once upon a time, King Brahmadatta of Benares had a
son. He grew up to be a mean and cruel he-man +yplee
that’s always trying to prove he’s tougher thanrgeee else.
He was a bully who constantly pushed people arocamd
picked fights. Whenever he spoke to people it wiah &
stream of obscenities — right out of the gutterd Are was
always quick to anger — just like a hissing sndla’s just
been stepped on.

People inside and outside the palace ran from lEm a
they would from a starving man-eating demon. Theyided
him as they would a speck of dirt in the eye. Bdhirs back
everyone called him the ‘Evil Prince’ [Bthakunara]. In
short — he was not a nice man!

One day the prince decided to go swimming. So he
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went down to the river with his servants and ataemnsl
Suddenly it became almost as dark as night. A raigenm
came up. Being so rough and tough, the prince Wwesya
trying to show he wasn’t scared of anything. So/éléed at
his servants, “Take me into the middle of the riged bathe
me. Then bring me back to shore.”

Following his orders, they took him out to midstrea
Then they said, “Now is our chance! Whatever wehdee,
the king will never find out. So let’s kill the BWrince. Into
the flood you go, good-for-nothing!” With that thelrew
him into the stormy raging river.

When they returned to the bank, the others askestenvh
the prince was. They replied, “We don’t know. A thain
came up, he must have swum faster than us andogmketo
Benares.”

When they returned to the palace, the king asked,
“Where is my son?” They said, “We don’t know, your
majesty. When the storm came up, we thought he eck
ahead of us.” King Brahmadatta collected a seaacty @mnd
began looking for the prince. They searched cdyefall the
way to the riverside, but couldn’t find him.

What had happened was this. In the darkness ardl win
and rain the prince had been swept down the flapdiver.
Luckily he was able to grab onto a floating deaa tirunk.
Frantically he held on for dear life. As he wasnhigeswept
along, the tough he-man was so afraid of drownireg e
cried like a terrified helpless baby!

It just so happened that, not long before, a vely r
man had died in Benares. He had buried his tredmaael in
the riverbank, along the same stretch of river. téisune
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amounted to 40 million gold coins. Because of hisemty
craving for riches, he was reborn as a lowly snakiering
on his belly while still guarding his treasure.

At a nearby spot on the riverbank another rich mise
had buried a treasure of 30 million gold coins.eukse, due
to his stingy clawing after wealth, he had beeromelas a
water rat. He too remained to guard his buriedstrea

Lo and behold, when the storm came up, both thkesna
and the water rat were flooded out of their holed washed
into the raging river. In fear of drowning, theytbdvappened
to grab onto the same dead log carrying the friggde
wailing prince. The snake climbed up on one end duad
water rat on the other.

There also happened to be a tall cotton tree gpwin
nearby. There was a young parrot roosting in it.ewkhe
storm-flooded river rose up, the cotton tree’s sowotere
washed away and it fell into the water. When hedtitio fly
away, the wind and rain swept the little parrotootite same
dead log with the snake, the water rat and the Biiice.

Now there were four on the log, floating towardsead
in the river. Nearby a holy man was living humbtya little
hut. He just happened to be the Bodhisatta — the
Enlightenment Being. He had been born into a righ{tlass
family in Kasi. When he had grown up, he had given up all
his wealth and position, and had come to live logdalf next
to the river.
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It was the middle of the night when the holy maarde
the cries of panic coming from the Evil Prince. tHeught,
“That sounds like a frightened human being. My gy
kindness will not let me ignore him. | must savenli

He ran down to the river and shouted, “Don’t beuialfr
| will save you!” Then he jumped into the rushingrent,
grabbed the log, and used his great strength tatpalshore.

He helped the prince step safely onto the riverbank
Noticing the snake, water rat and parrot, he thektand the
man to his cozy little hut. He started up his cogkfire.
Thinking of the weakness of the animals, he gendymed
them by the fire. When they were warm and dry hdlsm
aside. Then he let the prince warm himself. They mo&n
brought out some fruits and nuts. Again he fed rige
helpless animals first, followed by the waitingnuoe.

Not surprisingly this made the Evil Prince furiod®
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thought, “This stupid holy man doesn’t care atfatl me, a
great royal prince. Instead he gives higher pladbése three
dumb animals!” Thinking this way, he built up a geful
hatred against the gentle Bodhisatta.

The next day the holy man dried the deadwood log in
the sun. Then he chopped it up and burned it, tk ¢tbeir
food and keep them warm. In a few days the four Wwad
been rescued by that same log were strong andiiealt

The snake came to the holy man to say good-bye. He
coiled his body on the ground, arched himself ung, lbowed
his head respectfully. He said, “Venerable one, hawe
done a great thing for me! | am grateful to you] dam not
a poor snake. In a certain place | have a bureastire of 40
million gold coins. And | will gladly give it to yo — for all
life is priceless! Whenever you are in need of nyonast
come down to the riverbank and call out, ‘Snakedket”

The water rat, too, came to the holy man to saydgoo
bye. He stood up on his hind legs and bowed hisl hea
respectfully. He said, “Venerable one, you haveedargreat
thing for me! | am grateful to you, and | am ngb@or water
rat. In a certain place | have a buried treasurd0omillion
gold coins. And | will gladly give it to you — faall life is
priceless! Whenever you are in need of money, gashe
down to the riverbank and call out, ‘Rat! Rat!™

Such grateful generosity from a snake and a watér r
A far cry from their previous stingy human lives!

Then came the parrot to say his good-bye to thg hol
man. He bowed his head respectfully and said, “vadrie
one, you have done a great thing for me! | am @rbte you,
but | possess no silver or gold. However, | am agioor
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parrot. For if you are ever in need of the finést,rjust come
down to the riverbank and call out, ‘Parrot! Pdirdhen |
will gather together all my relatives from all tfeeests of the
Himalayas and we will bring you many cartloadsie most
precious scented red rice. For all life is pricgles

Finally the Evil Prince came to the holy man. Bessau
his mind was filled with the poison of vengeance timought
only about killing him if he ever saw him again. Wwkver,
what he said was, “Venerable one, when | become, kin
please come to me and | will provide you with theufr
Necessities datu-paccayss].” He returned to Benares and
soon became the new king.

In a while the holy man decided to see if the tude
of these four was for real. First he went down ke t
riverbank and called out, “Snake! Snake!” At theirsd of
the first word, the snake came out of his home unde
ground. He bowed respectfully and said, “Holy oneder
this very spot are buried 40 million gold coinsg@hem up
and take them with you!” “Very well,” said the hoipan,
“when | am in need | will come again.”

Taking leave of the snake, he walked along the
riverbank and called out, “Rat! Rat!” The water apipeared
and all went just as it had with the snake.

Next, he called out, “Parrot! Parrot!” The parrdgw
down from his treetop home, bowed respectfully aadl,
“Holy one, do you need red rice? | will summon melatives
and we will bring you the best rice in all the Hiayas.” The
holy man replied, “Very well, when | am in needillwome
again.”

Finally he set out to see the king. He walked te th
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royal pleasure garden and slept there overnightthim
morning, in a very humble and dignified mannerwesat to
collect alms food in the city of Benares.

On that same morning the ungrateful king, seated on
magnificently adorned royal elephant, was leadingaat
procession around the city. When he saw the Emighent
Being coming from a distance he thought, “Aha! Tlaizy
homeless bum is coming to sponge off me. Beforedre
brag to everyone how much he did for me, | musteham
beheaded!”

Then he said to his servants, “This worthless begga
must be coming to ask for something. Don't let gloed-for-
nothing get near me. Arrest him immediately, tis hands
behind his back, and whip him at every street aorfiake
him out of the city to the execution block and oft his
head. Then raise up his body on a sharpened stakkeave
it for all to see. So much for lazy beggars!”

The king’'s men followed his cruel orders. They tigal
the blameless Great Being [Bodhisatta] like a commo
criminal. They whipped him mercilessly at everyestr
corner on the way to the execution block. But natenénow
hard they whipped him, cutting into his flesh, leenained
dignified. After each whipping he simply announcéat, all
to hear: “This proves the old saying is still truéThere’s
more reward in pulling deadwood from a river, thian
helping an ungrateful man!™

Some of the bystanders began to wonder why he said
only this at each street corner. They said to edleér, “This
poor man’s pain must be caused by an ungrateful”n@m
they asked him, “Oh holy man, have you done somecse
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to an ungrateful man?”

Then he told them the whole story. And in conclasio
he said, “l rescued this king from a terrible flp@hd in so
doing | brought this pain upon myself. | did notldw the
saying of the wise of old, that's why | said whaalid.”

Hearing this story, the people of Benares became
enraged and said to each other, “This good mandsthe
king’s life. But he is so cruel that he has no ignde in him
at all. How could such a king possibly benefit k2 can
only be dangerous to us. Let’'s get him!”

Their rage turned the citizens of Benares into @.mo
They pelted the king with arrows, knives, clubs atohes.
He died while still sitting on the royal elephaithen they
threw the dead body of the one-time Evil Prince iatditch
by the side of the road.

Afterwards they made the holy man their new king. H
ruled Benares well. Then one day he decided tegds old
friends. So he rode in a large procession downh® t
riverbank.

He called out, “Snake! Snake!” The snake came out,
offered his respect and said, “My lord, if you wishyou are
welcome to my treasure.” The king ordered his g@s/&o
dig up the 40 million gold coins.

He went to the water rat’'s home and called out,t*Ra
Rat!” He too appeared, offered his respect and, saiy
lord, if you wish it, you are welcome to my treastrThis
time the king’s servants dug up 30 million goldr=oi

Then the king called out “Parrot! Parrot!” The mdrr
flew to the king, bowed respectfully and said, ytiu wish,
my lord, | will collect the most excellent red riéer you.”
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But the holy man king said, “Not now my friend. Whece
Is needed | will request it of you. Now let us r@turn to the
city.”

After they arrived at the royal palace in Benathg,
king had the 70 million gold coins put under guard safe
place. He had a golden bowl made for the gratefaks's
new home. He had a maze made of the finest crystathe
generous rat to live in. And the kind parrot movetb a
golden cage, with a gate he could latch and unlatoh the
inside.

Every day the king gave rice puffs and the sweetest
bee’s honey on golden plates to the snake andattnetpAnd
on another golden plate he gave the most arometioted
rice to the water rat.

The king became famous for his generosity to tha.po
He and his three animal friends lived together erfgrt
harmony for many years. When they died, they wdie a
reborn as they deserved.

The Buddha then identified the births, saying:

“Devadatta was Dthakunira in the past. @iputta
was the snake. Moggatla was the water ratAnanda was
the parrot. And the holy man who became the rigigeking
was |, myself, who have become the Buddha.”

The moral: “Gratitude is a reward, which is itgefvarded.”
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New Homes for the Tree Spirits
[Wise Advice]

[Rukkhadhamma-4taka]

The Buddha told thisathka story while at Jetavana
monastery with regard to a quarrel between his Sakyl
Koliya relatives concerning the waters of the RoHRiver.
The full details of this quarrel are given in tRerala-Jataka
[No. 536]"°

At the time of this quarrel, the Buddha flew thgbuhe
air and sat in the sky cross-legged emitting blagsr
startling his kinsfolk. He then alighted from matl; seated
himself on the riverbank, and addressed his kinsarethe
advantages of concord and unity, saying that at tone,
when a big storm came up, trees that stood alosik, f
whereas those in the forest, which were intertwiwet one
another withstood the wind. And at the requesthisf
relatives, he told thisathka story.

This was told again at the request of the assa&mble
monks in the preaching hall at Jetamama.

Once upon a time, as happens to all beings, thg &in
the Tree Spirits died. King Sakka, ruler of the yaaof 33,
appointed a new King of the Tree Spirits . As Imst fofficial

15 See the retelling ofithka No. 33, th&ammodarna-Jitaka, for the details of
this quarrel as in th€urala-Jataka
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act, the new king [Vessawa] sent out a proclamation that
every tree spirit should choose a tree to liveLikewise it
was stated that every tree was to be pleased tsitlesident
spirit.

There just so happened to be a very wise tred syio
was the leader of a large clan. He advised his itlambers
not to live in freestanding trees. Instead it wobdlsafer to
live in the forest trees near him. The wise tre@tspsettled
down in the forest trees with their leader.

But there were also some foolish and arrogant tree
spirits. They said to each other, “Why should we lin this
crowd? Let us go to the villages, towns and citidsbited
by human beings. Tree spirits who live there rezéhe best
offerings. And they are even worshipped by the miji®us
people living in those places. What a life we \vdive!”

So they went to the villages, towns and cities, and
moved into the big freestanding trees, looked diygpeople.
Then one day a big storm came up. The wind blesngtand
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hard. The big heavy trees with old stiff branchak bt do
well in the storm. Branches fell down, trunks broketwo,
and some were even uprooted. But the trees in dtestf
which were intertwined with each other, were aloldoénd
and support each other in the mighty wind. They wd
break or fall!

The tree spirits in the villages, towns and citiexd
their tree homes destroyed. They gathered up tigidren
and returned to the forest. They complained to wilnge
leader about their misfortune in the big lonelyefren the
land of men. He said, “This is what happens togand ones
who ignore wise advice and go off by themselves.”

When the Buddha finished telling this story, he
connected the births in this way:

“The Buddha’s followers today were tree spirits in
those days. And the very wise tree spirit who tssleader
of a large clan was | who am today the Buddha.”

The moral; “Fools are deaf to wise words.”
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The Fish Who Worked a Miracle
[The Power of Truthfulness]

[Maccha-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while he was in Jetavan
monastery with regard to his having made torrehtaia fall
during a period of drought through his miraculoosver.

There was a severe drought at one time in Kosala a
everything, such as rice fields and banana treégbexred;
and lakes, ponds and tanks dried up. Birds flewyawnd
fish and turtles buried themselves in the mud, wehbey
became prey to crows and hawks. Even the tankaet t
gateway of Jetavarama dried up down to its bottom step.

Out of his compassion, the Buddha decided he bad t
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do something to bring rain. So he determined tbéda the
tank at Jetavaamama. At this point, the seat of the king of
the gods Sakka grew hot, and he sought to findrmutause.
Seeing that the Buddha wished to bathe, he summibreed
rain god Pajjunna, and ordered him to make it rahngreat
wind then blew up, and it rained torrents.

In the evening, the monks in the preaching hallewe
discussing this. When the Buddha entered, he atierd
what they were discussing before he came. The mtwid
him, and the Buddha said, “Oh monks, this is net fihst
time | have made rain fall in an hour of need.” dAthe
monks asked the Buddha to tell the past story.

This is how it was:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being was born
as a fish in a pond in northern India. There weamyrkinds
of fish, big and small, living in the pond with tBedhisatta.

There came to be a time of severe draught. The rain
season did not come as usual. The crops of men dret
many ponds, lakes and rivers dried up.

The fish and turtles dug down and buried themsalves
the mud, frantically trying to keep wet and saventiselves.
The crows were pleased by all this. They stuckrtheaks
down into the mud, pulled up the frightened litlileh, and
feasted on them.

The suffering of pain and death by the other fish
touched the Enlightenment Being with sadness, died f
him with pity and compassion. He realized that s \the
only one who could save them. But it would takeieaote.

The truth was that he had remained innocent, bgmev
taking the life of anyone. He was determined to tise
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power of this wholesome truth to make rain falhfrthe sky,
and release his relatives from their misery andrd@a

He pulled himself up from under the black mud. He
was a big fish, and as black from the mud as petistbony.
He opened his eyes, which sparkled like rubiekddaup to
the sky, and called on the rain god Pajjunna. Hdaexed,
“Oh my friend Pajjunna, god of rain, | am sufferifay the
sake of my relatives. Why do you withhold rain frome,
who am perfectly wholesome, and make me suffer in
sympathy with all these fish?

“I was born among fish, for whom it is customaryett
other fish — even our own kind, like cannibals! Bince |
was born, | myself have never eaten any fish, evem as
tiny as a rice grain. In fact, | have never takda from
anyone. The truthfulness of this my innocence giwesthe
right to say to you: Make the rains fall! RelieV® tsuffering
of my relatives!”

He said this the way one gives orders to a servand.
he continued, commanding the mighty rain god Pajun

% In ancient India, it was believed that a person wiiiiléd his function or duty
in the cosmos perfectly could change the physical orfigreoworld by what was
termed an ‘act of truth’ dacca-kiriyz]. For an Enlightenment Being, or
Bodhisatta, such was observing perfectly the ethicaicipte of Ahinsa, not
harming any life. The well-known Damayasitdeclaration in the story of “Nala
and Damayaiit in the third book of theMahabharata was based on her flawless
chastity and devotion to her husband-to-be, Nala, wivah complete, even in
word and thought. For a prostitute mentioned in “The Qumestof King
Milinda” [Milindapaihg 4.1.47, her declaration was based on her being the
perfect prostitute, perfectly fulfiling the prostitute’s gugiving herself only for
money, never denying anyone who would pay her price, andng all alike.
See also the ‘act of truth’ of the baby quail ataka 35, theVarraka-Jitaka and
of Prince Poorfruit in the beginning odtdka 52 (=539, th&lahajanaka-Jitaka)
above.
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“Make rain fall from the thunderclouds! Do not allahe
crows their hidden treasures! Let the crows feelgbrrow of
their unwholesome actionalusala-kamms]. At the same
time release me from my sorrow, who have lived enfgrt
wholesomeness.”

After only a short pause, the sky opened up with a
heavy downpour of rain, relieving many from therfed
death — fish, turtles and even humans. And whengtkat
fish who had worked this miracle eventually die@, \was
reborn as he deserved.

The Buddha then said:

“The many fish then are today the Buddha's digspl
Ananda was the rain god Pajjunna. And |, myself tie
fish who relieved his relatives’ suffering.”

The moral: “True innocence relieves the sufferihghany.”
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The Meditating Security Guard
[Fearlessness]

[Asarikiya-Jatakal

When the Buddha was living in Jetavana temples thi
story was told with regard to a problem posed ®Bhddha
by a certain devout layman ofiv&tthi.

This layman once journeyed along with a caravan on
some business or other. At night, when in the Iginthe
caravan leader unyoked the bullocks, and made cafg.
devout layman sat awake all night under a nearbg. tr
Because of this, he prevented the caravan fronghreinbed,
robbers who had gathered around the caravan rurawag
at the break of dawn when the man never fell asleep

When the devout layman returned, he went to see th
Buddha. He asked the Buddha, “Bhante, by guarding
oneself, does one also guard others?” The Buddha
responded, “Yes, lay brother. In guarding oneselipan
guards others. And in guarding others, he guantsdif.”
And the devout layman told the Buddha what had bapg
on his journey. The Buddha then said, “In the pimst, the
wise guarded others while guarding themselves.t Anthe
layman’s request, the Buddha told this story ofgghst:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being was born
into a rich and powerful family. When he grew uplbesame
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dissatisfied with going after the ordinary pleasud the
world. So he gave up his former lifestyle, incluglilis
wealth and position. He went to the foothills ofeth
Himalayas and became a holy man.

It just so happened that one day he ran out afSalhe
decided to go and collect alms. He came upon avaarand
went with it part way on its journey. In the evapithey
stopped and made camp.

The holy man began walking at the foot of a bigrbga
tree. He concentrated until he entered a high retdate. He
remained in that state throughout the night, wbdetinuing
to walk.
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Meanwhile, 500 bandits surrounded the campsiteyTh
waited until after supper, when all had settled ddar the
night. But before they could attack, they notické holy
man. They said to each other, “That man must bguamd,
for security. If he sees us, he’ll warn the resi.|&'s wait
until he falls asleep, and then do our robbing lanting!”

What the bandits didn’t know was that the holy man
was so deep in meditation that he didn’t noticertla all —
or anything else for that matter! So they kept ingifor him
to fall asleep. And he just kept walking and watkiand
walking — until the light of dawn finally began tppear.
Only then was he finished meditating.

Having had no chance to rob the caravan, the andit
threw down their weapons in frustration. They skdut
“Hey, you in the caravan! If your security guarddha
stayed up all night, walking under that tree, wauldchave
robbed you all' You should reward him well"” Withé&t they
left in search of someone else to rob.

When it became light the people in the caravantbaw
clubs and stones left behind by the bandits. Tremghhith
fear, they went over to the holy man. They gredieu
respectfully and asked if he had seen the bartfits, this
morning | did,” he said.

“Weren’'t you scared?” they asked. “No,” said the
Enlightenment Being, “the sight of bandits is ofnightening
to the rich. But I'm not a rich man. | own nothid any
value to robbers. So why should | be afraid of tAdrhave
no anxiety in a village, and no fear in the forésissessing
only loving-kindness rpetz] and compassionkfrunal, |
follow the straight path leading to Truth [Dhammia].
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In this manner he preached the way of fearlesstwess
the lucky people of the caravan. His words madentfesel
peaceful, and they honored him.

After a long life developing the Four Heavenly st
of Mind [catu-brahma-vilara-s], he died and was reborn in a
high heaven world.

The Buddha then said:

“The people in the caravan in those days are ttday
Buddha’s followers. And the holy man was | who tday
the Buddha.”

The moral: “It pays to have a holy man around.”
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77
16 Dreams

[Mahasupina-Jitakal

The Buddha told this story while at Jetavana mimnas
with regard to 16 bad dreams that were had onet riigh
King Pasenadi of Kosala. King Pasenadi’s Brahriwisers,
on being consulted, said that they foretold hartimegito his
kingdom, his life or his wealth. And they preseqdball
manners of sacrifices in order to avert the dandéallika,
the king's wife, heard of this and suggested thatBuddha
should be consulted. The king followed her advarg] the
Buddha explained the dreams.

After explaining the dreams, the Buddha told Paden
that he was not the first to have these dreamgy Were had
by kings in the past, as well. And just as todhg,Brahmin
priests found in them a pretext for sacrifices. t Bt the
intervention of the good, the Enlightenment Being@sw
consulted and the dreams were explained, justdas/to

And saying this, at the king's request, the Budtila
the story of the past.
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[Chapter 1. Panic]

Once upon a time there was a king called Brahmadatt
who was ruling in Benares, in northern India. Omghthe
had 16 frightening nightmare dreams. He awoke i@ th
morning in a cold sweat, with his heart thumpingdly in
his chest. The 16 dreams had scared him to deatwdsd
sure they meant that something terrible was almbappen.

In a panic, he called for his official priests, &k their
advice.

When the priests arrived at the royal bedchambes; t
asked the king if he had slept well. He told thémat it had
been the worst night of his life, that he had bseared to
death by 16 dreams, and that he was desperatadofit
their meanings.

At this the priests’ eyes lit up. They asked him/Hat
were these dreams, your majesty?” King Brahmadatth
them all 16 dreams. The priests pounded their &mdh and
exclaimed, “Oh what horrors! It couldn’t be worsgur
majesty. Such dreams as these can mean only amg -thi
danger!”

The king asked them, “What danger, oh priests? You
must tell me the meaning at once!” They replied, i8
certain, your majesty, these dreams show that éribree
disasters will take place — terrible harm to thegkiom, to
your life, or to the royal wealth.”

The king had feared as much. He wrung his hands as
the sweat kept pouring from his body. He was sllalh
over with terror and panic. He asked, “Tell me, wbrthy
royal priests, is there any way to avoid this ds&s
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“Indeed, it is very dangerous,” they said. “If yda nothing,
the end is certain. But we can prevent it. If waldo'’t, then
all our training and learning would be uselessstus, lord.”

The panic-stricken king cried out, “Just tell meatvko
do, priests. I'll do anything! What can you do &ove me, my
kingdom and my wealth?” “We must offer the greatest
animal sacrifice that has ever been seen,” they. Save
must kill, as sacrificial offerings, four of evetype of animal
that lives!”

Although he was usually a gentle, kind and merciful
ruler, King Brahmadatta was so frightened that beldn’t
think straight at all. Paralyzed with fear, he piithis hope
and faith in his priests. He gave them permissmprepare
the gigantic slaughter.

The priests said, “Have no fear, your majesty, vile w
take care of everything. We will prevent the comdapm!”
They knew they would be paid well to perform thergece.
And the meat from the killed animals would be theais well.
Their secret thoughts were, “This is a great wayuoto get
piles of money, and the best food and drink too!”

The priests got to work organizing the biggestifiaer
Benares had ever seen. Just outside of town thgwdwge
pit. Into it they put the most perfect ones theulddind of
all the animals — land animals, birds and fishnfreach kind
they selected four to be killed in the ceremonybdtame
known as the ‘Four-from-all’ [Sabba-catukka] sacef

Meanwhile, the king’s senior teaching priest had a
promising young pupil. He was gentle and compasd&n
and very well educated. He wondered about all thas
happening. So he asked the teacher priest, “Ohemastu
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have taught me well the wise teachings of old. @anshow
me anywhere it says the killing of one will save iife of
another?”

The priest answered, “What kind of question is 2hat
Open your eyes and be realistic, my boy. Don’t gea that
this great sacrifice, the Four-from-all, will maks rich? You
must be trying to help the king hold onto his righe

The idealistic and sincere pupil said, “You havé no
answered my question, master. If this sacrificeibe your
work, it shall be mine no longer!” With these worte
departed and went to the royal pleasure garderonsider
what he would do.

It just so happened that the Enlightenment Being) ha
been born into a rich high-class family. For maegeyations
the men in that family had been priests, justileones who
were now preparing the Four-from-all sacrifice. Bidiien the
Bodhisatta grew up he abandoned the life of a pabst.
Instead he went to the Himalayas and lived as abeim
forest monk. He concentrated his mind in meditatzom
entered high mental statemadhigamd. He gained the
sweetest inner happiness, and even miraculous reatpeal
powers.

This forest monk loved all the animals. When herthea
about what was happening in Benares he was filléd w
tenderness and compassion. He decided, “I mush tdee
ignorant people and release them from the chains of
superstition. | will go to the city at once!” Thére used his
supernatural power to fly through the air to Besala an
instant he was seated on a rock in the king’s pleagarden.
His gentle nature made him glow like a golden seri
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The idealistic young student approached and rezedni
him as a great holy man. He bowed respectfully satdon
the ground. The forest monk asked him, “Young nakrnyou
have a good and just king reigning here in Benares?

“Yes,” said the student, “our king is kind and goBait
he is being misled by the royal priests. He haddd&gams
which left him completely panic-stricken. The ptgesook
advantage of this when he told them his dreamsy Tiase
convinced him to have a huge sacrifice and kill ynan
animals. Oh holy one, please tell the king the tneanings
of his dreams. Free the many helpless beings fean dnd
death.”

The holy man said, “If he comes and asks me, |tiil
him.” “l will bring him, sir,” said the young marfKindly
wait here a short while until | return.”

The student went to the king and told him there was
marvelous holy man seated on a rock in the royehqlre
garden. He told him he had said he could intefweking’s
dreams. Hearing this, the king went with him to taeden.
A crowd followed behind.

[Chapter 2. Roaring Bulls With No Fight]

King Brahmadatta knelt down before the holy man and
then sat next to him. He asked, “Your reverence,yca tell
me the meanings of my 16 dreams?”

“Of course | can,” said the forest monk. “Tell thém
me, beginning with the first eight.”
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The king replied, “These were the first eight dream

roaring bulls with no fight,
midget trees bearing fruit,
cows sucking milk from calves,
calves pulling carts with bulls trailing behind,
a horse eating with two mouths,
a jackal urinating in a golden bowl,
a she-jackal eating a rope maker’s rope,
one overflowing pot with all the rest empty."

“Tell me more about your first dream,” said the rkon

“Your reverence, | saw four pure black bulls whonea
from the four directions to fight in the palace dgard.
People came from miles around to see the bulld.figbt
they only pretended to fight, roared at each otaed went
back where they came from.”

“Oh king,” said the holy man, “this dream tells of
things that will not happen in your lifetime ormmine. In the
far-off future, kings will be unwholesome and synghe
people too will be unwholesome. Goodness will be
decreasing while evil increases. The seasons wilblt of
whack, with sunstroke on winter days and snowstooms
summer days. The skies will be dry, with poor cewhd
little water. Harvests will be small and peoplelvatarve.
Then dark clouds will come from the four directiprimit
even after much thunder and lightning, they willpalt
without letting rain fall — just like the roaringilts who leave
without fighting.

“But have no fear, there will be no harm to thegleo
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of today. The priests say this dream requires fsagrionly
because that is how they earn their money. Nownrtellyour
second dream.”

“Your reverence, | had a dream where tiny midget
plants grew no more than one foot tall, and thewdred and
gave fruit.”

“Oh king,” said the holy man, “the soil will be pofor
growing crops, and humans will live short lives.eTyoung
will have strong desires, and even young girls \wglve
babies — just like midget trees bearing fruit.

“But this will not happen until the distant futuwéhen
the world is declining. What was your third dreah,king?”

“Your reverence, | saw cows sucking milk from their
own calves, born the same day,” said the king, daridg
with fear.

“Be calm,” said the monk, “this too will not happen
our lifetimes. But someday people will no longespect
their mothers, fathers, mothers-in-law and fathessw.
People will give everything to their own childreaking over
the savings of their elder parents and in-lawsnThg whim
alone, they may or may not feed and clothe theiersl So
the elderly will be at the mercy of their own chéd — just
like cows sucking milk from their day-old calves.

“But clearly it is not like that today, oh king, sou
have nothing to fear. Now tell me your fourth dréam

Somewhat relieved, the Kking continued, “Your
reverence, | dreamed | saw big strong full-grownlsbu
following behind bullock carts. They were being lpdl by
frail awkward calves. The calves stopped and stsiild
unable to pull the heavily loaded carts. Caravamddcno
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longer travel and goods could not be taken to mdrke

“There will be a time,” said the holy man, “when
unwholesome stingy kings will no longer respect ewis
experienced judges. Instead they will appoint yotoaiish
judges, granting them the highest privileges. Bat/twill not
be able to make difficult decisions. They will bew®judges
In name only, doing no real work — just like thdévea who
can’'t pull the carts. Meanwhile, the older wiseresnwill
offer no help, thinking it is no longer their conee- just like
the bulls trailing behind.

“Again you have nothing to fear, oh king, from thos
far-off times when all the nations will be poorlyrr by the
young and foolish. What was your fifth dream?”

“Your reverence, my fifth dream was very strange
indeed. | saw a horse eating with two mouths, ameach
side of his head!” Again the king trembled as hekep

The forest monk said, “This will happen in anotfear
off future time, when unwholesome foolish kings aipp
unwholesome greedy judges. Not caring in the laasiut
right and wrong, they will take bribes from botldes in the
same case — just like a horse eating greedily wwth
mouths.

“Now tell me your sixth dream.”

“Your reverence, | dreamed | saw a golden platethwor
a hundred thousand pieces of money. People wedinlyak
and coaxing an old skinny jackal to urinate inAihd that’s
just what he did!” said the king, making a face.

“Oh king, this too will come to pass in a far-ofine
when the kings will be outsiders, not born in thding
families of the countries they rule. So they witlt rirust the
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experienced ministers from the native noble clabgy will

replace them with low-class ministers they can dmhore
easily. Meanwhile the old nobles will depend on tieav
ruling class. So they will offer their high-clasaugjhters in
marriage to the low-class ministers — just likedgol bowls
urinated in by jackals.

“But this will not happen in your time, oh king. \&h
was your seventh dream?”

“Your reverence, | dreamed | saw a man making & rop
and letting it pile up under his chair. There a dnyrfemale
jackal was eating the rope as it fell, without than knowing
it.”

“There will come a time,” said the monk, “when
women’s cravings will increase. They will desirermstrong
liquor, jewelry and all sorts of useless possessidhey will
spend a lot of time window-shopping. Paying moterdton
to their lovers than to their husbands, they wghore even
the most important household activities. And thely waste
all the money earned by their husbands — justthieejackal
devouring the rope that is produced by the ropeamak

“But as you can see, oh king, these times are pohu
us. Tell me about your eighth dream.”

“Your reverence,” said the king, “I saw one big hat
of water, and many small empty pots, in front ¢ fhalace
gate. All the warriors, priests, merchants and &asmnwere
bringing water from all directions. But they wereuping it
only into the big pot. That one was overflowing amaisting
the water, while all the little pots remained entiptigain
the king shook in fear as he spoke.

“Have no fear, oh king,” said the holy man. “Way iof
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the future the world will be declining. The landlivibe less
fertile, so crops will be harder to grow. The rishwill have
no more than 100,000 pieces of money — there wlinb
more millionaires! Even the kings will be poor astthgy.

“The kings and the wealthy will make all the resirkv
for them only. The poor will be forced to bring dlieir
products, grains, vegetables and fruits to the marses of
the rich and powerful. And the barns of the hardkivmg
poor will remain empty — it will be like the big péblled to
overflowing, with all the little ones empty.

“So now you know the meanings of your first eight
dreams. They have foretold:

thunderclouds with no rain,
young girls having babies,
the elderly at the mercy of their children,
young foolish judges with no help from the wise,
greedy judges taking bribes from both sides,
low-class ministers with high-class wives,
wives wasting the earnings of their husbands,
the rich taking from the poor leaving them nothing

“So your mind may be at peace, oh king, regarding

these first eight dreams. Clearly such times ateupon us,
and these dangers are not to be feared in themprésg.”
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[Chapter 3. The Frightening Sound of
‘Munch, Munch, Munch’]

“Indeed,” said King Brahmadatta to the humble fores
monk, “you have set my mind to rest concerning mngt f
eight dreams. But my last eight dreams are evenemor
frightening. | must do something to prevent the rdaihey
predict.” Again the king began shaking uncontrdifalith
fear and panic.

“Calm down,” said the holy man, “and tell me these
dreams also, that | may relieve your distress.”

The king replied, “These were my last eight dreaims,
ninth to the 16th:
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a pond that's muddy in the middle and clear bysthere,
rice cooking unevenly in a pot,
fine sandalwood traded for spoiled buttermilk,
empty pumpkins sinking in water,
solid rocks floating on water,
giant snakes gobbled up by tiny she-frogs,
royal golden swans waiting on a bad village crow,
the frightening sound of ‘munch, munch, munch’.”

“Please tell me the details of your ninth dreanaids
the monk.

“Your reverence, | dreamed | saw a pond which was
deep in the middle and shallow by the shore. It filéesd
with all five kinds of lotuse¥, and there were all kinds of
animals — two-footed and four-footed — drinking méae
shore. And yet the water remained clear by theeslaord got
muddy only in the middle. How could this be? Whatsl
this mean?”

“Oh king,” said the forest monk, “in the distantdre
there will be only unwholesome kings. They willeutased
on their will power, along with their anger and riedhey
will not care at all about wholesomeness and jastihey
will be much more interested in becoming rich fralirkinds
of bribes, than in the well-being of the citizet™No longer
will rulers have patience, loving-kindness and casgon
towards the people they rule. Instead they wilrdnegh and
cruel, crushing the people to squeeze the lastypé&mmm

" The five kinds of lotuses are red, white, blue, yellang purple.
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them in taxes — just as the sweet juice is squeardsugar
cane.

“Therefore the citizens, unable to pay the taxed an
bribes, will flee to the borderlands. Soon therd e less
people living in the corrupt central capitals, arige
borderlands will be heavily populated by the humblgist
like the pond that is muddy in the middle and clegarthe
shore.

“But obviously there is nothing in this for you tear,
oh good and wholesome king. What was your tenthrdf

“Your reverence, | dreamed | saw rice cooking
unevenly in a pot. Some was overcooked, some weked,
and some still raw.”

“Don’t worry about this either,” said the holy man.
“This dream foretells a time when all will be unviégpome,
not like today! Kings will be unwholesome, and sdl w
officials and ministers, priests and homemakers; and
country folks. Amazing as it may seem, this dreadidates
a time when holy men will be unwholesome too! lalifidn,
even the gods, tree spirits and fairies will be bosome
and wicked!

“The winds will change quickly, sometimes blowing
too hard and sometimes not at all. These windsshdke the
heavenly homes of the sky gods. Therefore, in splaees
rains will cause floods, it will rain just right isome areas,
and there will be terrible droughts in other pladesvill be
like rice in the cooking pot — some overcooked, somell-
cooked, and some raw.

“Now tell me your 11th dream, oh king.”

“Your reverence, | dreamed | saw the finest
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sandalwood, worth 100,000 pieces of money, beiadeul
for spoiled buttermilk. What is the meaning of tHis

“This too indicates a far-off future time, when
knowledge of Truth [Dhamma] is disappearing. Theitebe
many greedy shameless preachers who distort the Fou
Necessities datu-samuccaya]: food, clothing, shelter and
medicine. They will make these into luxuries, fi@her than
they really need.

“They will teach the worthlessness of luxuries dhel
unwholesomeness of greed, by preaching the Truth of
nonattachmentgrahattd. But in return for preaching, they
will require money and luxuries. So they will cauam
increase in craving, rather than showing the wayatds
Liberation from craving\iraga, dukkha-nirodh& They will
preach Truth [Dhamma] only so they can obtain wessh
things — just like priceless sandalwood traded dpoiled
buttermilk.

“Now let me hear your 12th dream.”

“Your reverence, | saw, in a dream, empty pumpkins
sinking to the bottom of the water.”

“Oh king, this foretells a distant future when therld
will be upside down. So once again, you have ngthinfear
in this life. Unwholesome kings will grant high piens to
the low class rather than the high class. The lasscwill
quickly become rich and the high-class poor. In all
departments and functions, the ignorant words o th
uneducated low-class officials will be greatly resied — just
like empty pumpkins sinking to the depths of theera

“Even among the religious, humble wholesome monks
will lose respect, while the unwholesome teachirgs
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shameless monks will be followed and adored — jkst
empty pumpkins sinking to the bottom.

“What was your 13th dream?”

“Your reverence, | dreamed | saw solid rocks flogti
on top of the water. How strange this seems. Wilat dt
mean, wise one?”

“This too indicates the future era when the worldl w
be upside down. In all departments and functions,vtise
words of the well-educated nobles will be ignorddg to
their birth alone.

“Likewise among the religious, the words of Truth
[Dhamma] spoken by humble wholesome monks will be
ignored — just like solid rocks floating away o turface of
the water.

“What was your 14th dream?”

“Your reverence, it was a frightening dream in whic
saw tiny female frogs chasing big long black snakéken
they caught up to them they cut them and broke them
pieces like water lily stumps, and then gobblearthgp!”

“There is nothing for you to fear in this dreanheit, oh
king. This represents a future time when the wavilll be
declining. The wholesomeness in people’'s natured wi
decrease. Desires will increase in their mindsluhay are
enslaved by their cravings. Because of this, melh lve
under the orders of their youngest prettiest wivEke
servants, bulls, buffalos and all other househadaltha will
be managed by the youngest wives — due to the tnotled
desires of their husbands.

“These wives will treat their husbands like slgves
keeping them under their thumbs. If the men askiatamily
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affairs, their wives will say, ‘There’s no need f@mu to ask.
Everything in my home belongs to me, not you!" itlwe
like big long snakes gobbled up by tiny she-frogs.

“Now tell me your 15th dream.”

“Your reverence, | saw a crow, the kind that livesar
villages. | knew he was filled with the ‘Ten Bad &)ities’.*®
He was being followed and served by golden swdnsskind
seen as kings by other birds.”

“This too indicates a distant time when all king e
weaklings. They will be no good at riding elephamwts
horses, or fighting battles. So you can easily thege is
nothing for you to fear, mighty king.

“Those weakling kings will be so afraid of being
overthrown that they will be afraid to give powenbwsitions
to worthy well-educated nobles. Instead they wpbaint
foot servants, bath attendants, barbers and so. fartd the
nobles will have to become the lowest servants haf t
untrained new officials — just like royal goldenasvg waiting
on a bad village crow.

“At last we have reached your 16th dream, oh king.
Describe it to me.”

“Your reverence, | will tell you my last dream, tbely

18 The ‘Ten Bad Qualities’ dasa-akusala-dhamms], or ten unwholesome
actions flasa-akusala-kamms|, are destroying life; taking what is not given;
doing wrong in sexual ways; speaking falsely; losing yourdnirom alcohol;
eating at improper times; dancing, singing and playing musaring garlands
and using unguents, perfumes and makeup; using luxurious chairsedad b
accepting jewelry and wearing jewelry so as to showyotfr wealth. All the
akusala-kamma& are based on greed, hatred and delusion, the three dipes
unwholesome thoughtslfusala-cittas]. As crows are black, they are considered
to be filled with the ‘ten bad qualities,” while thingsat are white are said to be
wholesome.

170



one that still frightens me. Ordinarily, leopardsse and eat
goats. But in my 16th dream, | saw goats chasiogdels!
And when they caught them they ate them up, makieg
sound, ‘munch, munch, munch! All the other animaiso
heard this frightening sound and saw the meat-g@ajoats
approaching, ran and hid in the forest. The menabrthis
dream still frightens me, holy one.”

“Alas, even this dream applies only to the fariafie
when the world will be ruled by unwholesome kingée
lowly, who are unaccustomed to power, will becortesest
to the kings. They will gain power while the noblescome
poor and unknown.

“In the law courts, the newcomers will confiscalte t
inherited wealth from the nobles — all their lankdsmes and
possessions. And when the nobles go to the caupsotest,
they will be told, ‘How dare you argue with us! Ydo not
understand the situation you are in. We will te# king and
have your hands and feet cut off!’ The nobles wih away
and hide in fear.

“Likewise, bad monks will injure good monks as much
as they please. With no one to support and defesich,tthe
good monks will leave the cities and villages. They live
in the jungle in fear of the bad monks. It will ldee all those
who hear the sound of ‘munch, munch, munch’, and iin
fear of meat-eating goats.

“Oh king, now you know the meanings of all 16
dreams. The last eight have foretold:

over-taxed people fleeing to the borderlands,
an unwholesome world with uneven rains,
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Truth being taught by preachers greedy for money,
ignorant and unwholesome words gaining respect,
wise words and Truth losing respect,
husbands enslaved by desires for their youngestsyi
educated nobles in the service of untrained newecem
noble and good living in fear of powerful and Bad.

[Chapter 4. Teaching]

King Brahmadatta bowed to the ground before thg hol
man and said, “Your wisdom has taken my fear anicpa
from me. Your compassion has kept me from doinghier
unwholesome things to many helpless beings. Mytgo# is
endless, oh holy monk.”

The Enlightenment Being said to the king, “Now you
must realize why your royal priests wanted to hagacrifice
ceremony. It was not because they understood tliéh Tr
[Saccan], and it was not because they cared for you and yo
well-being. Instead it was due to greediness. Twapted
only to get rich, eat fine food, and keep theirsjal your
court.

“Your 16 dreams have indicated disasters in theadis
future. What you do now will have no effect on théfhose
things will happen when the world is declining, whthe
unreal is seen as real, when the unreasonableugithto be
reasonable, and when the nonexistent seems to kx|
be a time when many will be unwholesome withoutnsha
and few will be ashamed of their own wrongdoing.
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“Therefore, to prevent these things by performing a
sacrifice today is impossible!”

Remaining seated, the Bodhisatta miraculously rose
into the air. Then he continued his teaching: “@igkit was
fear that unbalanced your mind and brought youeclas
killing so many helpless ones. Real freedom froar tmmes
from a pure mind. And the way to begin purifyinguyanind
Is to climb the five steps of trainingpdfica-gla-s, the first
five sikkhz-padas]. You will benefit greatly from giving up
the five unwholesome actionausala-kammss]. These are:

— destroying life, for this is not compassion;

— taking what is not given, for this is not genésgs

— doing wrong in sexual ways, for this is not layin
kindness;

— speaking falsely, for this is not Truth;

— losing your mind from alcohol, for this leads to
falling down the first four steps.

“Oh king, from now on do not join with the priests
killing animals for sacrifice.”




In this way the Great Being taught the Truth
[Dhamma], freed many people from bondage to fadrets,
and released many animals from fear and death.

In an instant he returned through the air to hisméadn
the Himalayas.

King Brahmadatta practiced the Five Training Steps.
He gave alms and did many other good things. Aetitk of
a long life he died and was reborn as he deserved.

* * *

The Buddha then identified the births, saying:

“Ananda was the king in those daysri@uitta was the
idealistic and sincere pupil. And | who am todiag Buddha
was the humble forest monk.”

The moral: “Beware of the panic-stricken man. Whatcan

do is more dangerous than what scared him in tie fi
place.”
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78

lllisa the Cheap
[Miserliness]

[l 7sa-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery with regard to the miserly banker nameddWari
Kosiya.

There was a very wealthy banker of the town of
Sakkhara, which is near the city ofjRgaha. His real name
was Kosiya; but because he was very miserly, heedanbe
called Macchari Kosiya, or Stingy Kosiya.One day, when
returning from the palace, he saw a half-starvetiiareating
a sweetcake, which he was dipping in a sweet grddlis
made him hungry, but he feared spending money ch su
food. When he went to bed, he could not get thisad his
mind. And he stayed in bed brooding. His wifesisg this,
asked him the reason for his misery. And finding the
reason, she said she would cook enough sweetcakéisef
entire town. But Kosiya said that would be an &xigance,
and persuaded his wife to cook just one cake, amdake it
using broken grains of rice. Fearful that somemght ask
for a piece of his cake, he retired with his widehe seventh

19 The Kosiya clan in the usual course of events isaiin clan that is noted for
voluntarily helping others.
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story of his mansion, and there had his wife stadking
after he had bolted all the doors.

The Buddha saw him with his divine eygkijba-cakki,
and sent the venerable Moggath to him. Moggaiina stood
poised in mid-air just outside Kosiya’'s window andicated
his wish to have something to eat. Kosiya, at,frefused to
give him anything. But afterward, he asked hisewd cook
a single small cake for Moggatia. When she tried to do
this, though, she was not able to cook a small.c#al the
cakes she cooked kept getting bigger and bigger.

As she was cooking, she put the cakes in a basket.
Finally, when she tried to take a single cake fargigfalina,
they all stuck together. So Kosiya, out of frustma,
presented all the cakes and the basket itselietelter.

Moggalkna then preached the importance of generosity
[dana], and transported Kosiya, his wife and the cales t
Jetavana monastery. There, the cakes were offere¢de
Buddha and to 500 monks. And even after they Haghten,
there were still cakes left. Those remaining cakese
thrown away at one of the gates of Jetavamna.

The Buddha then preached to Kosiya and his wifd, a
they entered the stream entrance state of nsoédatti].
Afterward, Kosiya spent all his wealth in the seeviof the
Buddha and his disciples.

One evening, the monks gathered in the preachatig h
were talking about the Buddha being able to seet wha
happening with his divine eye, and how the venerabl
Moggalina had converted Kosiya, cleverly making a little
thing miraculously become many. When the Buddha
entered, he asked the monks what they were talkbuyt.
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And on finding out, he said, “This is not the fitghe that
this miserly billionaire was converted by the verlde
Moggalkna.” And on the request of the monks, he told this
story of the past:

Once upon a time, there was a billionaire in narthe
India. He was an adviser to a king. Although he weas
rich, he was not at all good looking. He was lanue do
crooked feet, and his hands were also deformedciuimked
positions. His eyes were crooked too, that is 9 ba was
cross-eyed. And some would say he had a crooked asn
well, for he was without any religion whatsoeveduymight
think people would call him, ‘lika the Crooked’, but that
was not the case.

lllisa also happened to be a miser, one who will not
give anything to anybody. He would not even spemy af
his wealth on his own enjoyment. Therefore, it wasl that
his home was like a pond possessed by demons, wioere
one could quench his thirst.

However, llisa’s ancestors, going back seven
generations, were the most generous of gift givdisy gave
away the very best of their possessions. But whigsal
inherited the family fortune, he abandoned thaagfamily
tradition.

The family had always maintained a charity diniragkh
where anyone could come for a free hot meakalburned
this free food kitchen to the ground, since he edrtb be rid
of the expense. Then he pushed the poor and hinognyhis
door, hitting them as they went. He quickly earnad
reputation for hoarding all his wealth and possessi Soon
people began calling him, ‘ia the Cheap’.
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One day when he was returning home from advisiag th
king, lllisa saw a tired worn out villager by the side of the
road. He had obviously walked a great distance.wds
sitting on the ground pouring cheap wine into a.dde was
drinking it, along with some smelly dried fish.

Seeing this made ila thirsty for a drink of liquor.
Then he thought, “I would love to have a drink! Biut do,
others may want to drink with me, and that couldtame
money!” For that reason alone, he suppressed asng for
alcohol.

As time passed, his craving did not disappeareust
fighting it and worrying constantly made him loakks His
skin turned yellow, and he became thinner and #grinmtil
the veins stuck out from his flesh. He fought astant battle
against his thirst for liquor. He slept face downlding onto
the bed tightly while he slept.

His wife began to notice the changes in him. Ong da
while massaging his back to comfort him, she askack
you sick, my husband?” “No,” saidila. “Did the king get
angry at you?” she asked. “No,” said he. “Have children
or the servants done anything to upset you?” akkedife.
Again he said “No.” “Do you have a strong cravingy f
something?” she continued.

lllIisa the Cheap kept silent. He was afraid that tble
her it might end up costing him money! But his wifegan
pleading, “Tell me, please tell me.” Finally, svealing hard
and clearing his throat, he answered, “Yes, | deelaastrong
craving.” “A craving for what?” she asked. “For ardk of
alcoholic liquor,” he admitted at last.

“Oh, is that all'"” said his wife. “Why didn’t yowetl me
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this at first? You are not poor. You can easilpaffto buy a
drink for yourself and the whole city as well! Shiabrew a
big batch of liquor for us all?”

Of course this was not whatiih the Cheap wanted to
hear. He blurted out, “Why should we give liquorathers?
Let them earn their own!” Then his wife asked, “Waken,
what about just for us and our neighbors?” “I dtdkrhow
you had become so rich all of a sudden!” he shok laa her.
“How about just our household?” she asked. “Howegeus
you are with my money!” he replied. “All right thénshe
said, “I will brew just enough liquor for you andemmy
husband.” “Why should you be included? Women showoid
drink liquor!™”

“Now | understand you perfectly well!” said 1BR’s
wife. “I will make only enough liquor for you alorieBut
lllisa the Cheap always thought of even the slightestae
of spending money. He said, “If you prepare liqinare,
people will notice and come ask for some. Everbifiy some
in a liquor store and bring it here to drink, otheill find out
and want some. There will be no liquor given awayhis
house!”

So lllisa decided to give the smallest coin he had to a
servant boy, and sent him to the liquor store. When
returned, liisa took him down to the riverside. He took the
small bottle of liquor from the boy, and set him d¢tand
watch nearby. Then i8a the Cheap hid in the underbrush,
poured some liquor into a cup, and secretly begeukidg.

It just so happened that whend#'s father had died, he
had been reborn as Sakka, King of the Heaven ofl B&
was because of his lifelong generosity.
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At this particular moment, Sakka was curious about
whether his free food kitchen was still giving dood to all
who wished it. He discovered that it no longer t&®ds that
his son had given up the family tradition and heehekicked
the hungry out onto the street! He saw his misedwn
drinking by himself, hiding in the bushes, afraid might
have to share with others.

Sakka decided to changadih’'s mind and teach him a
lesson about the results of both good and bad rectide
decided to make him become generous, rather theagpclso
that he too might be reborn in a heaven world.

The King of the Heaven of 33 disguised himselfsat t
he lookedexactlylike lllisa the Cheap. He too had crooked
feet, crooked hands and crooked eyes. He enteeedityy
went to the palace, and asked for an audiencethtlking.
The king said, “Let my adviserifa come in.”

He asked, “Why have you come at this untimely
moment?” “My lord,” said Sakka, “I have come to gimny
billionaire’s wealth to you to fill up the treasuiylhe king
replied, “No, no. | have enough, much more than.théhe
disguised Sakka said, “Then if you do not want ¥ lord,
kindly permit me to give it away as | wish.” “Do gsu say,”
said the king.

Sakka went to lika’s house. The servants greeted him
as if he were indeed their master. He entered thusdrand
sat down. He summoned the gatekeeper and said, “If
anybody comes here who looks like me and sayss‘fibuse
Is mine’, don't let him in. Instead beat him on theck and
kick him out!” Then he went upstairs and called flibisa’s
wife. Smiling at her he said, “My love, let us bengrous!”
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At first, lllisa’s wife, children and servants were
surprised. They said to each other, “It was newdri$ mind
to give anything to anybody before today. This mhbst
because he’s been drinking alcohol and has gotliéiteasoft
in the head!”

lllITsa’s wife said, “As you wish, my lord, give away as
much as you like.” “Call for the drummer,” said ak“and
order him to go and beat his drum in the city. Hau®
announce that all who desire gold, silver, pegeisels, lapis
lazuli, diamonds and coral, are to come to the hofritisa
the billionaire.” She did as he said.

Soon a big crowd began to arrive, carrying baskets,
buckets and bags. Sakka opened up the storeroolitisat
wealth. He said, “I give you all these riches. Takanuch as
you want and go.” The people took it all outside giled it
up. They filled up their containers and carriediheavay.

One clever man from the countryside harnesseshlll
the Cheap’s bullocks toi1a the Cheap’s bullock cart. Then
he filled it to the brim with lilsa the Cheap’s seven
treasures, and rode out of the city by the main road.

Without knowing it, he passed by the bushes wheze t
real lliisa was still drinking liquor. He was so happy to be
suddenly rich, that he shouted out as he went, “NMerg
lllisa the billionaire live a hundred years! Becausgaoof |
have struck the jackpot. | won’t have to work amottay in
my life! These were your bullocks, your cart andiyseven
treasures. They were not given to me by my fathet a
mother — but by you, ilba the generous!”

20 The seven treasures, or kinds of wealth, are goldersipearls, jewels (or,
perhaps, crystal), lapis lazuli, diamonds, and coral.
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The hidden lisa was shocked to hear this. He thought,
“This man is talking about me! Has the king takenwealth
and given it away?” Then he jumped out from thehessand
shouted, “Hey you, what are you doing with my bc#lo
cart?” He grabbed the reins and stopped the cart.

The villager got down and said, “What’'s wrong with
you? The billionaire Lord lia is giving his wealth to all the
people of the city. What do you think you're doihd® he
said this he struck ita on the head as hard as a thunderclap
and rode away on the cart filled with treasure.

lllisa the Cheap bounced to his feet and chased ladter t
cart. He grabbed the reins again. This time thager held
onto lliisa by the hair, pulled his head down, and struck it
hard with his elbow. He grabbed him by the neckewhhim
to the ground, and then continued on his way.

All this rough treatment sobered updd. He ran home
as fast as he could. He saw the crowds of peopigicg off
his precious riches. He grabbed hold of them tp $hem,
but they just pushed him out of the way and knocked
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down. Nearly fainting from his bruises, he triedy&t into his
home. But the gatekeeper said, “Where do you thmKre
going?” Beating him with a cane, he grabbed hinthgyneck
and threw him out.

lllisa thought, “Now no one can help me but the king.”
So he ran to the palace and went straight insidesdit], “My
lord, why do you want my house to be looted?” Thaegk
said, “This is not my doing. | myself heard you shgt if |
would not accept your wealth, you would give itdlb the
citizens. | applaud your generosity! And did you send a
drummer into the streets to announce you were giyour
wealth to any and all?”

“My lord king must be joking!” said lika. “I didn’t do
any such thing. People don't call meidkh the Cheap’ for
nothing! | don’'t give anything to anybody if | cdrelp it!
Please, lord king, summon whoever is giving my sueas
away, and clear up this matter.”

After being summoned by the king, Sakka came to the
palace. llisa asked, “Who is the real billionaire, my lord
king?” Neither the king nor his ministers couldl téhe
difference between them.

The king said, “We cannot recognize which one it is
Do you know someone who can recognize you for Sure?
“Yes, my lord, my wife can recognize me,” saidsil. But
when she was called for and asked to decide, slo@ stext
to Sakka and said, “This is my husband.” Whersdls
children and servants were summoned, they too @icke
Sakka.

lllisa thought, “I have a wart on my head, covered up
by my hair. Only my barber knows this.” So he s@dhe
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king, “Please summon my barber. He knows me velily"we

The barber was called for and the king asked h®an*
you tell us which of these two men igdhl the billionaire?”
“I must examine their heads,” he said, “then | widtermine
who the real liisa is.” “Do so,” said the king.

Immediately Sakka, King of the Heaven of 33, made a
wart appear on his head. When the barber examiesd he
found warts on both their heads. He said, “Oh lkirty, |
cannot recognize which of these issll. Both have crooked
feet, both have crooked hands, both have crooked, end
both have warts on the same spots on their heads'tl tell
the difference!”

Hearing these words, ila began trembling. His mind
became so unbalanced from losing his last hopegaining
his wealth, that he fainted on the spot.

At that very moment, Sakka said, “I am noishi. | am
Sakka, King of the Gods of the Heaven of 33.” Asshel
this, he used his super powers to rise into thara remain
suspended there.

Attendants splashed cold water orisf's face and
woke him from his fainting spell. He knelt down respect
before Sakka, King of Gods.

Then Sakka spoke: “This wealth came from méasdll
not from you. | myself, when | was your father, drhny
meritorious deeds. | was glad to give to the poa aeedy.
That is why, when | died, | was reborn as SakkaygKof
Gods.

“However, you have violated our family tradition.
Being a non-giver, living the life of a miser, burg my
charity dining-hall to the ground, and chasing tioeneless
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beggars from your door — you have kept all the kamealth
to yourself. You are so cheap that you cannot exssnthe
wealth for your own enjoyment! It is utterly wastedhd
useless. The family fortune has become like a posdessed
by demons, where no one can quench his thirstolildvbe
better if you were dead!

“ll1sa, my former son, if you change your ways you
will be the one to benefit most. If you rebuild rirge food
kitchen and give hot meals to all who ask, you edtn both
merit and peace of mind. But if you refuse to beegeus, |
will make all your riches disappear. And | will gpyour
crooked skull with my divine diamond daggeajira]!”

In fear of his own death, ifa the Cheap promised, ‘I
will give generously from now on, oh King of Gods.”

Sakka accepted his promise. Still floating in tire lze
preached on the true value of givindapal. He also
convinced him to practice the Five Training Steparfica-
sila-s, the first fivesikkhiz-padas], for the benefit of himself
and others. These are to give up entirely: destgpyife,
taking what is not given, sexual wrongdoing, spegki
falsely, and losing one’s mind from alcohol.

Then Sakka disappeared and returned to his heavenly
home.

lllisa did indeed change his ways. He gave alms
generously, did many other good deeds, and becanoh m
happier. When he died he was reborn in a heaveld.wor

After finishing the telling of this alaka story, the
Buddha identified the births in this way:

“The billionaire banker today was also the bilkame of
the past. The good King Sakka then is today thmenable
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Moggalena. And the king then is today the venerable
Ananda.”

The moral: “Poor indeed is the rich man who worttpwith
a penny.”
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A Motherless Son
[Betrayal]

[Kharassara-Jditaka]

The Buddha told thisataka story while he was in
Jetavana monastery with regard to a treacherousstarirof
the king of Kosala.

The Buddha said, “This man has done exactly theesa
treachery in the past, as well.” And at the retjoéshe king
of Kosala, the Buddha told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, King Brahmadatta was ruling in
Benares in northern India. He had a clever ministbp
pleased him very much. To show his appreciation he
appointed him headman of a remote border village.ddty
was to represent the king and collect the kingiesafrom
the villagers.

Before long the headman was completely accepted by
the villagers. Since he had been sent by the jusg K
Brahmadatta, they respected him highly. They camieust
him as much as if he had been born among them.

In addition to being clever, the headman was at3y v
greedy. Collecting the king's taxes was not enocgiard
for him. After becoming friendly with a gang of lits, he
thought up a plan to make himself rich.

The headman said to his friends, the robbers, lll wi
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find excuses and reasons to lead all the villageis the
jungle. This will be easy for me, since they tmngt as one of
their own. | will keep them busy in the jungle, Whiyou
invade the village and rob everything of value. r¢ar
everything away before | bring the people homeetarn for
my help, you must give me half of all the loot!” &bandits
agreed, and a date was set.

When the day arrived, the headman assembled all the
villagers and led them into the jungle. Accordinglte plan,
the bandits entered the unprotected village. Thfes
everything of value they could find. They also édllall the
defenseless village cows, and cooked and ate the methe
end of the day the gang collected all their st@ends and
escaped.

It just so happened that on that very same day a
traveling merchant came to the village to trade dosds.
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When he saw the bandits he stayed out of sight.

The headman brought all the villagers home in the
evening. He ordered them to make a lot of noisédnting
drums as they marched towards the village. If tedits had
still been there, they would have heard the villageming
for sure.

The village people saw that they had been robbed an
all their cows were dead and partly eaten. This emiheém
very sad. The traveling merchant appeared andtgdltem,
“This treacherous village headman has betrayed tyast in
him. He must be a partner of the gang of banditdy @fter
they left with all your valuables did he lead yoonte,
beating drums as loudly as possible!

“This man pretends to know nothing about what has
happened — as innocent as a newborn lamb! In titgras if
a son did something so shameful that his motheitdveay —

‘I am not his mother. He is not my son. My sonead!”

Before long, news of the crime reached the king. He
recalled the treacherous headman and punished him
according to the law.

The Buddha then said:

“The treacherous minister of today was also the
treacherous headman of the past. And the travelerghant
was | who am today the Buddha.”

The moral: “No one defends a betrayer of trust.”
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Fear Maker and Little Archer
[Self-deception]

[Bhimasena-dataka]

The Buddha told thisafbka story while he was living in
Jetavana temple about a monk who always bragged and
exaggerated the truth.

This monk used to boast ceaselessly about hisayce
deluding everyone as to his noble descent. Buthano
monk, on inquiry, exposed his deceit.

One day, the monks gathered in the preachingnesé
discussing this monk’s lying boasts. When the Buadd
entered and inquired as to the monks’ topic ofulsmn, he
said, “This is not the first time, oh monks, thaistmonk has
gone about boasting. He did the same in the mast, And
at the invitation of the monks, the Buddha toldstkiory of
the past:

Some say that the world comes into being, disagpear
and comes into being ... over and over, througtiout. In
one of these previous worlds, countless years agath
[Dhamma] was unknown and the Five Training Steps
[panca-sa-s, the first fivesikkhi-padas] were practiced by
only a few. Even the Enlightenment Being — the Bsalita —
did not know Truth, and had not yet discovered Finee
Training Steps.
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Once upon a time in that long ago world, there was
king named Brahmadatta. Like many other kings @it th
name, he ruled in the place known today as Benares.

The Bodhisatta was born in a rich high-class fammilg
market town, also in northern India. He happeneddoa
dwarf, bent over and partly hunchbacked. When lcare a
young man he remained short and stooped. Many @eopl
found him unpleasant to look at.

He studied under a very outstanding teacher. Hadela
all there was to know, at that time, about the tyveat
branches of knowledge - religion [Veda] and science
[Vedanga]** He also learned how to use a bow and arrow
better than anyone else in India. For this reagsrtdacher
called him ‘Little Archer’ [Culladhanuggahal].

Like most new graduates he was quite clever. He
thought, “Many people judge by appearance alonkegdf to
a king and ask for a job, he’ll probably ask, ‘Hayisuch a
short body, what can you possibly do for me?’ Tiogeeit
would be better if | can team up with a front masomeone
who is handsome in appearance, tall and well-groviody,
and strong in personality. | will provide the brginbut
remain out of sight behind his shadow. In this way can
earn a good living together.”

One day he was walking in the district where the
weavers live and work. He happened to see a higngt
looking man. He greeted him and asked rame. The

2 The Veda is the most sacred Hindu text, consisting ipaithi¢ of divinely

inspired hymns and prayers. There are sixavgd-s ‘limbs of the Veda’, or
Vedic sciences. These are phonology, metre, gramrmenolegy, astronomy,
and ritual with the rules for ceremonial and sacrifia@s.
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weaver said, “Because of my appearance, peoplenealtear
Maker [Bimasena].”

“With such an impressive name,” said Little Archer
“and being so big and strong looking, why do youehauch
a low paying job?” “Because life is hard,” he repli

‘I have an idea,” said the dwarf. “In all India tkas no
one as skilled with a bow and arrow as | am. Biani’'t look
the part! If | asked a king for work he would eitha@ugh or
get angry at me. He would not believe that a huackéd
little dwarf could be the greatest archer in India!

“But you look perfect. And your name helps too.
Therefore, let us go together to the king. You Wi the
front man and do all the talking. The king will é&iryou
immediately. Meanwhile | will remain as if hidden
underneath your shadow. | will be the real arcimerae will
prosper and be happy. You just have to do whatevelt
you.”

Thinking he had nothing to lose, Fear Maker agreed,
saying, “It's a deal, my friend!”

The two partners went off to Benares to see thg.kin
When they entered the throne room, they bowed ctfsiilg
to the king. He asked them, “Why have you come™ere

Fear Maker stood in front and did all the talkihte
answered, “I am the great archer known as Fear Make
There is no one in all India who understands thense of
archery as well as | do. | wish to be in your sssyiyour
majesty.”

The king was quite impressed. He asked, “What ghall
pay you?” “l will serve you for 500 pieces of monpegr
week, your majesty,” he replied.
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Nodding, the king noticed the silent dwarf stooping
behind him, almost out of sight. “Who is this Ethan?” he
asked. “What does he do for you?” “He’s my littesetant,”
said Fear Maker. “Very well,” said King Brahmadattthe
job is yours.”

In this way Fear Maker was accepted into the king's
service, but it was Little Archer who did all thenk.

Before long, news came to the palace that thereavas
ferocious tiger living in the jungle next to thengis
highway. He ambushed travelers, and then killed atel
them. Many began to avoid the king’s highway outeafr of
the man-eater.

The king summoned Fear Maker and asked, “Can you
capture this rampaging tiger, young man?” “Your @sgj,”
he answered, “I am known as your best archer. Why
wouldn’t | be able to capture a tiger?” Hearingsththe king
gave him an extra sum of money and sent him ogtatoh
the tiger.

Fear Maker went home and told all this to his partn
“All right,” said Little Archer, “be on your way!™Aren’t
you coming too?” asked the surprised Fear Maken, “N
won't go,” he replied, “but | will give you a pedeplan. You
must do exactly as | say.” “I will, my little frieh Please tell
me,” said the big front man.

The clever little dwarf said to his friend, “Go the
district of the tiger, but don't rush straight tes thome by
yourself. Instead, gather together a thousand ledaers
and give them all bows and arrows. Take them dyr¢aithe
tiger's home. But then you must let them go on dhehile
you hide in the underbrush.
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“The local villagers will be very afraid of the &g
When they see him they will surround him and baat. h
Being so terrified, they won't stop beating him iurie’s
dead!

“Meanwhile you must cut a piece of vine with your
teeth. Then come out of hiding and approach the tgar,
holding the vine in your hand. When you see thertsgbody,
shout at the people, ‘Hey! Who has killed the ttyémwas
going to capture him with this vine and lead hikela bull to
the king. That's why I've been searching in theglen Now
tell me who has killed the tiger before | could etre with
my vine.’

“The villagers will be easily frightened by thishd@y
will say, ‘Lord Fear Maker, please don’t tell themdg” Then
they will give you a big bribe to be quiet. Thingigou have
killed the dangerous tiger, King Brahmadatta walareward
you greatly.” This was the tricky plan of the cleuattle
Archer.

Fear Maker did exactly as he had been instructad. T
man-eating tiger was killed, and fear was removethfthat
part of the king's highway. Followed by a big crove
returned to the king and said, “Your majesty, |d&illed the
tiger and made the jungle safe for people agaihé King
was pleased and gave him a huge reward.

Before long there were similar complaints about a
buffalo who threatened another royal road. Agaia king
sent Fear Maker. Following Little Archer’s strategg did
exactly as before. He took credit for killing theffalo and
was greatly rewarded again by the grateful king.

By this time Fear Maker had become a very rich and
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powerful nobleman. All the wealth and praise, whicéh
didn’'t really deserve, soon went to his head. Heabe
intoxicated with his own conceit, and began thiigkire was
a ‘big man’ in his own right. He even looked downm lattle
Archer and ignored his advice. He said to him, “Yownk
this is all because of you. But | don’t need yogah do all
this without you!” He had come to believe the appeaae
created by Little Archer’s plan.

Then it happened that an enemy king attacked. He
surrounded the city of Benares with his army. Het s
message to King Brahmadatta that he must eitheersier
his kingdom or wage war. The King of Benares orddris
greatest hero, Fear Maker, to go out and fighetiemy.

Fear Maker was dressed in full military armor. He
mounted the mightiest armored war elephant. Litteher
knew that the ungrateful conceited braggart, calesr
Maker, was really scared to death underneath. Stobe
mounted the elephant and sat behind Fear Makenmidiety
elephant walked through the city gates towards the
battlefield, followed by a big crowd.

When Fear Maker heard the huge noise made by the
war drums, he began trembling with fear. To keap fiom
falling off the elephant and being killed, Littler¢her tied a
rope around him and held him with it.

When Fear Maker saw the field of battle he was
overwhelmed by the terrible fear of death. So msehthat
he couldn’t help but release his bowels and urirstéhe
same time — all over the back of the poor braveelgghant!

The Enlightenment Being said, “Before, you bragged
and spoke roughly like &ig man But now, the onlybig

195



thing you do is make a filthy mess all over thispglant’s
back! Your present actions prove your past appearaas
false.”

Fear Maker had embarrassed himself. Little Arcleet h
humbled him by speaking the truth. But he couldrétp
feeling sympathy for him. He said, “Don’t be afraidymore,
my friend. With me to protect you, your life is salClimb
down from the elephant and go home and take a’bath.
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Alone atop the great elephant, the Enlightenmeimide
thought, “Now is the time to show what is in thaheof this
hunchbacked little dwarf!” Shouting mightily as raxle, he
charged into the field of battle. Without killinghy men or
animals, he crashed through the enemy’s defensebrdéke
into the king’s camp, captured him, and took hinckas
prisoner to the King of Benares.

King Brahmadatta was delighted with Little Archer’s
great victory. He rewarded him with wealth and farkie
became known throughout all India as ‘Little Archibe
Wise'. He sent his friend Fear Maker back to hisnko
village and supported him with monthly payments.

Little Archer the Wise practiced generosity andeoth
meritorious deeds. When he died he was reborn as he
deserved.

The Buddha then identified the births, saying:

“Fear Maker was this boastful monk today who
exaggerates. And Little Archer was | who am todiag
Buddha.”

The moral: “Appearances can be deceiving.
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Forest Monks in a King’'s Pleasure Garden
[Pupils Without a Teacher]

[Surapana-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Ghosita temple near Kosambith regard to the eldera§ata.

After spending the rainy season av&thi, the Buddha
came near the town Bhaddavatik There, people warned
him about a poisonous and deadly serpent that dwéitat
area. But the Buddha ignored their warning, andtwea to
Bhaddavatik anyway.

While the Buddha was dwelling at Bhaddavattke
elder Sgata, a follower of the Buddha who had won
supernatural powersiddhi-s], went to where this serpent
king dwelt and seating himself cross-legged on epared
seat of leaves, overpowered the serpent through his
miraculous powers and brought him into the Buddha’s
following. Sagata thereupon went back to the Buddha, who
then dwelt in Bhaddavatikfor as long as he pleased. The
Buddha and his followers afterward went on to Kasam

The story of how &jata had converted the serpent king
got bandied about. And the townsfolk of Kosamishen
they approached the Buddha, asked him and the &data
how they could please them. The Buddha remainedtsi
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But the evil six Chabbaggiymonk$?, suggested that the
townsfolk should offer &jata alcoholidkapotiki spirits*

The next day whena8ata went for alms, he was plied
with intoxicating spirits. He got so drunk that the way out
of town, he fell prostrate at the town’s gatewagblbing
nonsense. On his way back from his meal in thentdahe
Buddha came ona§ata lying in this condition, and asked the
accompanying monks to carnadata back to the temple.
The monks then laid the elder down with his heachtd the
Buddha's feet. But he turned round, so that het fay
towards the Buddh#.

The Buddha pointed out his condition to the monks,
using it as an example of the evil effects of liquénd the
Buddha at this time set down a rule against the afse
alcohol.

When the monks were later assembled in the pregchi
hall, they discussed the badness of drinking algcqiuinting
to the otherwise wise and giftedigata’s condition. When
the Buddha entered and found out what they had been
discussing before he came, he said, “Oh monks,ighmeot

2 The Chabbaggiymonks are a group of six sinful monks contemporary wkigh t
Buddha who are taken to exemplify trespassing the rulesoogstic discipline
[vinayd set out by the Buddha. Their names are Assaji, PasabiPaduka,
Lohitaka, Mettiya, and Bhummajaka.

23 Kapotikz is to date an unidentified kind of alcoholic drink. Dation of the
term from kapota ‘pigeon’ is probably a folk etymology, and is doubtful.
Cowell's Jtaka translation understands it &3potaka ‘pigeon-colored, gray, of
a dull white’ and translates here ‘white spirit.” TRali Text Society'sPali-
English Dictionarytranslates it as ‘a kind of intoxicating drink of a resthdcolor
(like pigeon’s feet).’

4 Such is taken as a sign of disrespect. One’s head aubbtrear the feet of a
person of higher status.
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the first time that those who have renounced thédnmave
lost their senses through drinking spirits. Theyveame
thing happened in the past, as well.” And the Bualtbld
this Ataka story of the past:

Once upon a time, there was a high-class rich nfam w
gave up his wealth and his easy life in the ordineorld. He
went to the Himalayan forests and lived as a hossetoly
man. By practicing meditation, he developed hisdramd
gained the highest knowledgabhiiitz]. Dwelling in high
mental states brahma-vilara-s], he enjoyed great inner
happiness and peace of mind. Before long, he h@gapils.

In a certain year, when the rainy season was begnn
the pupils said to their teacher, “Oh wise master,would
like to go to the places where most people live. Wéaild
like to get some salt and other seasonings and liham
back here.”

The teacher said, “You have my permission. It would
be healthy for you to do so, and return when tirgyreeason
is over. But | will stay here and meditate by m§5elhey
knelt down and paid their farewell respects.

The 500 pupils went to Benares and began livintdpen
royal pleasure garden. The next day they collealats in
the villages outside the city gates. They receigederous
gifts of food. On the following day they went insithe city.
People gladly gave them food.

After a few days, people told the king [Brahmadatta
“Oh lord king, 500 forest monks have come from the
Himalayas to live in your pleasure garden. Theg lim a
simple way, without luxuries. They control theinses and
are known to be very good indeed.”
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Hearing such good reports, the king went to visn.
He knelt down and paid his respects. He invitednthe stay
in the garden during the whole four months of thewy
season. They accepted, and from then on were gh&in
food in the king's palace.

Before long a certain holiday took place. It was
celebrated by drinking alcohol, which the peopleutht
would bring good luck. The King of Benares thougkood
wine is not usually available to monks who live giynin the
forests. | will treat them to some as a specidl’gf#o he gave
the 500 forest monks a large quantity of the vesst basting
wine.

The monks were not at all accustomed to alcohatyTh
drank the king’'s wine and walked back to the gardnthe
time they got there, they were completely drunkm8aoof
them began dancing, while others sang songs. sty
put away their bowls and other things neatly. Bus time
they just left everything lying around, here andréh Soon
they all passed out into a drunken sleep.

When they had slept off their drunkenness, theykawo
and saw the messy condition they'd left everythimgThey
became sad and said to each other, “We have ddaal a
thing, which is not proper for holy men like us.’hdir
embarrassment and shame made them weep with régest.
said, “We have done these unwholesome thiragsidala-
kammas] only because we are away from our holy teather.

At that very moment the 500 forest monks left the
pleasure garden and returned to the Himalayas. Vitinn
arrived they put away their bowls and other belogsi
neatly, as was their custom. Then they went ta theloved
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master and greeted him respectfully.

He asked them, “How are you, my children? Did you
find enough food and lodgings in the city? Were Vyaypy
and united?”

They replied, “Venerable master, we were happy and
united. But we drank what we were not supposedrittkd
We lost all our common sense and self-control. \&ecdd
and sang like silly monkeys. It's fortunate we didarn into
monkeys! We drank wine, we danced, we sang, arttian
end we cried from shame.”

e
™

e :'?‘ /=
SR
"k

202



The kind teacher said, “It is easy for things ltkes to
happen to pupils who have no teacher to guide themrn
from this, do not do such things in the future.”

From then on they lived happily and grew in goodnes

After telling this story, the Buddha identifiedethbirths
in this way:

“The 500 forest monks at that time are my disaple
today. And their teacher was | who am today thddha.”

The moral: “A pupil without a teacher is easily eanmassed.”
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82,41, 104, 369, 439
The Curse of Mittavinda

[82. Mittavinda-Jataka (Mittavindaka-Jataka)]

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Jetavana monastery with regard to a disobedienkmadine
incidents of this story’s telling are the same lasse for the
first Jataka of the ninth book, th8ijjha-Jataka[No. 427].

[A certain young monk, immediately after his
ordination, became careless in his duties, hisllfa#nt of
good qualities, and did not pay attention to eldemks’
admonitions. He said to them, “Don’t tell me hawbehave.
| know what to do and what not to do.”

One day, the monks in the preaching hall, havieay
of his disobedience, were discussing his behavidihe
Buddha heard of it from the monks. On hearingtpthe
Buddha summoned that monk, and the Buddha warmad hi
“Oh monk, in your previous life also you did nostén to
elders’ advice and because of that you were blawgour
death byverambawinds®]

Here, the Buddha admonished this monk, “Long ago
you, too, were disobedient. And because of thattting
wheel of blades was given to you.” And the Budttid this
story of the past:

%5 \Jerambawinds are strong high winds that blow from four direusiaat the
same time.
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[Chapter 1. Jealousy]

Once upon a time, there was a monk who lived inya t
monastery in a little village. He was very fortumdhat the
village rich man supported him in the monastery.rtdger
had to worry about the cares of the world. His alotgl was
always provided automatically by the rich man.

So the monk was calm and peaceful in his mind. &her
was no fear of losing his comfort and his dailydodhere
was no desire for greater comforts and pleasurédseaivorld.
Instead, he was free to practice the correct candfia
monk, always trying to eliminate his faults and doly
wholesome deeds. But he didn’'t know just how lutiey
was!

One day an elder monk arrived in the little villagte
had followed the path of Truth [Dhamma] until hedha
become perfect and faultless.

When the village rich man saw this unknown monk, he

was very pleased by his gentle manner and his attitnde.
So he invited him into his home. He gave him foocdeat,
and he thought himself very fortunate to hear atgkaching
from him. He then invited him to take shelter a thllage
monastery. He said, “l will visit you there thisesng, to
make sure all is well.”

When the perfect monk arrived at the monastery, he
met the village monk. They greeted each other pl#hs
Then the village monk asked, “Have you had yourchun
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today?” The other replied, “Yes, | was given lunmn the
supporter of this monastery. He also invited metake
shelter here.”

The village monk took him to a room and left him
there. The perfect monk passed his time in meditati

Later that evening, the village rich man came. He
brought fruit drinks, flowers and lamp oil, in haonof the
visiting holy man. He asked the village monk, “Wéés our
guest?” He told him what room he had given him.

The man went to the room, bowed respectfully, and
greeted the perfect monk. Again he appreciatedirigedine
way of Truth as taught by the rare faultless one.

Afterwards, as evening approached, he lit the laamas
offered the flowers at the monastery’s lovely teenglrine.
He invited both monks to lunch at his home the ro=y.
Then he left and returned home.

In the evening, a terrible thing happened. Theagdl
monk, who had been so contented, allowed the potdon
jealousy to creep into his mind. He thought, “Thige rich
man has made it easy for me here. He provideseslesth
night and fills my belly once a day.

“But I'm afraid this will change because he respect
this new monk so highly. If he remains in this m&teay, my
supporter may stop caring for me. Therefore, | nmoake
sure the new monk does not stay.”

Thinking in this way, he lost his former mentalmal
His mind became disturbed due to his jealousy —fehe of
losing his comfort and his daily food. This ledthee added
mental pain of resentment against the perfect madiek.
began plotting and scheming to get rid of him.
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Late that night, as was the custom, the monks met
together to end the day. The perfect monk spokesiusual
friendly way, but the village monk would not spdakiim at
all.

So the wise monk understood that he was jealous and
resentful. He thought, “This monk does not undeteny
freedom from attachment to families, people andfoos |
am free of any desire to remain here. | am alse @feany
desire to leave here. It makes no difference. Iad this
other one cannot understand nonattachment. | pmby for
the price he must pay for his ignorance.”

He returned to his room, closed the door, and ratstit
in a high mental state throughout the night.

The next day, when it was time to go collect aliomdf
from the supporter of the monastery, the villagenkncang
the temple gong. But he rang it by tapping it lightith his
fingernail. Even the birds in the temple courtyaadild not
hear the tiny sound.

Then he went to the visiting monk’s room and knatcke
on the door. But again he only tapped lightly whis
fingernail. Even the little mice inside the wallsutd not hear
the silent tapping.

Having done his courteous duty in such a tricky Weey
went to the rich man’s home. The man bowed resp@ctb
the monk, took his alms bowl, and asked, “Wherésnew
monk, our visitor?”

The village monk replied, “I have not seen himarhg
the gong, | knocked at his door, but he did noteapp
Perhaps he was not used to such rich food as yeel lgan
yesterday. Perhaps he is still asleep, busily diugsit,
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dreaming of his next feast! Perhaps this is thel kithmonk
who pleases you so much!”

Meanwhile, back at the monastery, the perfect monk
awoke. He cleaned himself and put on his robe. Tinen
calmly departed to collect alms food wherever hppeaed
to find it.

The rich man fed the village monk the richest aidolt
was delicious and sweet, made from rice, milk, dutsugar
and honey. When the monk had eaten his fill, the tak
his bowl, scrubbed it clean, and sweetened it wéaHfumed
water. He filled it up again with the same wondefbod. He
gave it back to the monk, saying, “Honorable mamk, holy
visitor must be worn out from traveling. Pleaseetaky
humble alms food to him.” Saying nothing, he acedphe
generous gift for the other.

By now the village monk’'s mind was trapped by its
own jealous scheming. He thought, “If that othemkeats
this fantastic meal, even if | grabbed him by theo&at and
kicked him out, he still would never leave! | mgstretly get
rid of this alms food. But if | give it to a stragyg it will
become known and talked about. If | throw it awawipond,
the butter will float on the surface and be disceue If |
throw it away on the ground, crows will come fromles
around to feast on it, and that too would be nati&o how
can | get rid of it?”

Then he saw a field that had just been burned by
farmers to enrich the soil. It was covered with glmwing
coals. So he threw the rich man’s generous gifthencoals.
The alms food burned up without a trace. And witlvent
his peace of mind!

208



For, when he got back to the monastery, he fouerd th
visitor gone. He thought, “This must have been depdy
wise monk. He must have known | was jealous — @fcdi
losing my favored position. He must have knownserged
him and tried to trick him into leaving. | wastelina food
meant for him. And all for the sake of keeping myndoelly
fulll 'm afraid something terrible will happen tme! What
have | done?” So, afraid of losing his easy dalyd, he had
thrown away his peace of mind.

For the rest of his life the rich man continuedgupport
him. But his mind was filled with torment and suififg. He
felt doomed like a walking starving zombie, or &irg
hungry ghost.
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When he died, his torment continued. For he was
reborn in a hell world, where he suffered for huudr of
thousands of years.

Finally, there too he died, as all beings must. Bt
results of his past actions were only partly congaeSo he
was reborn as a demon, 500 times! In those 508, liere
was only one day when he got enough to eat, aridvds a
meal of afterbirth dropped by a deer in the forest!

Then he was reborn as a starving stray dog — anothe
500 times! For the sake of a full monk’s belly ipast life,
all these 500 lives were also filled with hungenda
quarreling over food. Only a single time did he gebugh to
eat, and that was a meal of vomit he found in &egut

Finally most of the results of his actions weradined.
Only then was he so very fortunate enough to berrebs a
human being. He was born into the poorest of ther po
beggar families of the city ofasi, in northern India. He was
given the name, Mittavinda.

From the moment of his birth, this poor family beea
even more poor and miserable. After a few yeaesptin of
hunger became so great, that his parents beatridrotaased
Mittavinda away for good. They shouted, “Be goneever!
You are nothing but a curse!”

Poor Mittavinda! So very long ago he had not known
how lucky he was. He was contented as a humblageill
monk. But he allowed the poison of jealousy to eits
mind — the fear of losing his easy daily food. Tleg to the
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self-torture of resentment against a perfect mankg to
trickery in denying him one wholesome gift of alra®d.
And it took a thousand and one lives for the lofsis
comfort and daily food to be completed. What he fezded,
his own actions had brought to pass!

[Chapter 2. Greed]

Little did poor Mittavinda know that his lives of
constant hunger were about to come to an end. After
wandering about, he eventually ended up in Benares.

At that time the Enlightenment Being was living ttie
of a world-famous teacher in Benares. He had 500estts.
As an act of charity, the people of the city supgmdrthese
poor students with food. They also paid the tedsliees for
teaching them.

Mittavinda was permitted to join them. He began
studying under the great teacher. And at last,dgaib eating
regularly.

But he paid no attention to the teachings of thsewi
master. He was disobedient and violent. During I5@3 as a
hungry dog, quarreling had become a habit. So hetaatly
got into fist fights with the other students.

It became so bad that many of the students que. Th
income of the world-famous teacher dwindled down to
almost nothing. Because of all his fighting, Miftada was
finally forced to run away from Benares.

He found his way to a small remote village. He dive
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there as a hard working laborer, married a very pamman,
and had two children.

It became known that he had studied under the world
famous teacher of Benares. So the poor villagéesteel him
to give advice when questions arose. They provalgiace
for him to live near the entrance to the villagendAthey
began following his advice.

But things did not go well. The village was finesl/en
times by the king. Seven times their houses wemadal
And seven times the town pond dried up.

They realized that all their troubles began whegyth
started taking Mittavinda’s advice. So they chaked and
his family out of the village. They shouted, “Bengdorever!
You are nothing but a curse!”

While they were fleeing, they went through a hadnte
forest. Demons came out of the shadows and Kkilfetl e
his wife and children. But Mittavinda escaped.

He made his way to a seaport city [Gadanah He was
lonely, miserable and penniless. It just so hapgpé¢hat there
was a kind generous rich merchant living in the.che
heard the story of Mittavinda’s misfortunes. Sirtkey had
no children of their own, he and his wife adopteitdwinda.
For better or worse they treated him exactly as thven son.

His new mother and father were very religious. They
always tried to do wholesome things. But Mittavirstid had
not learned his lesson. He did not accept anyiogljgso he
often did unwholesome things.

Some time after his father’'s death, his mother ck=ti
to try and help him enter the religious life. Sh&ls“There is
this world and there is the one to come. If yolbdd things,
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you will suffer painful results in both worlds.”

But foolish Mittavinda replied, “l will do whatever
enjoy doing and become happier and happier. Themoi
point considering whether what | do is wholesome or
unwholesome. | don’t care about such things!”

On the next full moon holy day, Mittavinda’'s mother
advised him to go to the temple and listen all highg to
the wise words of the monks. He said, “| wouldndste my
time!” So she said, “When you return | will give ya
thousand gold coins.”

Mittavinda thought that with enough money he could
enjoy himself constantly and be happy all the tirfSe. he
went to the temple. But he sat in a corner, paidtbention,
and fell asleep for the night. Early the next mogihe went
home to collect his reward.

Meanwhile his mother thought he would appreciate
wise teachings. Then he would bring the oldest momke
with him. So she prepared delicious food for thpeeted
guest. When she saw him returning alone, she saldmy
son, why didn’t you ask the senior monk to come &avith
you for breakfast?”

He said, “l did not go to the temple to listen tomank
or to bring him home with me. | went only to getuyo
thousand gold coins!” His disappointed mother sdiskver
mind the money. Since there is so much deliciousd fo
prepared — only eat and sleep!” He replied, “Uwptil give
me the money | refuse to eat!” So she gave hintltbesand
gold coins. Only then did he gobble up the foodlaik he
could do was fall asleep.

Mittavinda did not think a thousand gold coins were
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enough for him to constantly enjoy himself. So Isedithe
money to start a business, and before long he becany
rich. One day he came home and said, “Mother, | hawe
120,000 gold coins. But | am not yet satisfied. rEfme |
will go abroad on the next ship and make even mueey!”

She replied, “Oh my son, why do you want to go
abroad? The ocean is dangerous and it is very «skyg
business in a strange land. | have 80,000 goldsagght here
in the house. That is enough for you. Please dgm'tmy
only son!”

Then she held him to keep him from leaving. But
Mittavinda was crazy with greed. So he pushed logher’s
hand away and slapped her face. She fell to tha.fidhe
was so hurt and shocked that she yelled at him, d&ee
forever! You are nothing but a curse!”

Without looking back, Mittavinda rushed to the harb
and set sail on the first departing ship.

[Chapter 3. Pleasure]

After seven days on the Indian Ocean, all the want$
currents stopped completely. The ship was stuctérAfeing
dead in the water for seven days, all on board weréied
they would die.

So they drew straws to find out who was the calse o
their bad luck and frightening misfortune. Sevanes the
short straw was drawn by Mittavinda!

They forced him onto a tiny bamboo raft, and set hi
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adrift on the open seas. They shouted, “Be gorevésl You
are nothing but a curse!” And suddenly a strongvgant the
ship on its way.

But once again Mittavinda’s life was spared. Thaswa
result of his wholesome actions as a monk, so niartlgs
ago. No matter how long it takes, actions causdtses

Sometimes an action causes more than one resmig so
pleasant and some unpleasant. It is said theréAsuea-s
who live through such mixed results in an unusuaf.w

Asura-s are unfortunate ugly gods. Some of theen ar
lucky enough to change their form into beautifulugg
dancing girl goddesses. These are called Apsaras-es
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They enjoy the greatest pleasures for seven days.
then they must go to a hell world and suffer tortaeas
hungry ghosts for seven days. Again they becomearyss
goddesses — back and forth, back and forth — ot kinds
of results are finished.

While floating on the tiny bamboo raft, it just so
happened that Mittavinda came to a lovely Glasadeal
There he met four very pretty Apsaras-es. Theyyeaidheir
time together, filled with heavenly pleasures,deven days.

Then, when it was time for the goddesses to become
hungry ghosts, they said to Mittavinda, “Wait fos just
seven short days, and we will return and continue o
pleasure.”

The Glass Palace and the four Apsaras-es disappeare
But still Mittavinda had not regained the peacenahd
thrown away by the village monk, so very long a§even
days of pleasure had not satisfied him. He coutdwaat for
the lovely goddesses to return. He wanted morenzoré. So
he continued on, in the little bamboo ratft.

Lo and behold, he came to a shining Silver Palath,
eight Apsaras goddesses living there. Again heyedjseven
days of the greatest pleasure. These Apsaras-esasked
him to wait the next seven days, and disappearedairnell
world.

Amazing as it may seem, the greedy Mittavinda went
on to seven days of pleasure in a sparkling JealalcE with
16 Apsaras-es. But they too disappeared. Thendrd spven
days in a glowing Golden Palace with 32 of the most
beautiful Apsaras-es of all.

But still he was not satisfied! When all 32 ask&n ko

216



wait seven days, again he departed on the raft.

Before long he came to the entrance of a hell world
filled with suffering tortured beings. They werevitig
through the results of their own actions. But hesice for
more pleasure was so strong that Mittavinda thobgldaw a
beautiful city surrounded by a wall with four fabuk gates.
He thought, “I will go inside and make myself kihg!

After he entered, he saw one of the victims of tie8
world. He had a collar around his neck that spkm & wheel,
with five sharp blades cutting into his face, heaukgst and
back. But Mittavinda was still so greedy for pleasthat he
could not see the pain right before his eyes. &ustee saw
the spinning collar of cutting blades as if it werdovely
lotus blossom. He saw the dripping blood as ifetevthe red
powder of perfumed sandalwood. And the screamsaof p
from the poor victim sounded like the sweetestonigs!

He said to the poor man, “You've had that lovely
crown long enough! Give it to me, for | deservewear it
now.” The condemned man warned him, “This is aiegtt
collar, a wheel of blades.” But Mittavinda said,dlY only
say that because you don’t want to give it up.”

The victim thought, “At last the results of my past
unwholesome deeds must be completed. Like me,pthas
fool must be here for striking his mother. | willvg him the
wheel of pain.” So he said, “Since you want it sally, take
the lotus crown!”

With these words the wheel of blades spun off the
former victim’s neck and began spinning aroundfibad of
Mittavinda. And suddenly all his illusions disappst— he
knew this was no beautiful city, but a terriblelivebrld; he
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knew this was no lotus crown, but a cutting whddllades;
and he knew he was not king, but prisoner. Groaimngain
he cried out desperately, “Take back your wheekelhack
your wheel!” But the other one had disappeared.

Just then the king of the gods arrived for a taaghi
visit to the hell world. Mittavinda asked him, “Gking of
gods, what have | done to deserve this torment? dad
replied, “Refusing to listen to the words of monksu
obtained no wisdom, but only money. A thousand golchs
did not satisfy you, nor even 120,000. Blinded bsegl, you
struck your mother on your way to grabbing greatealth
still.

“Then the pleasure of four Apsaras-es in their &las
Palace did not satisfy you. Neither eight Apsamasre a
Silver Palace, nor 16 in a Jewel Palace. Not everpleasure
of 32 lovely goddesses in a Golden Palace was énburg
you! Blinded by greed for pleasure you wished tokbey.
Now, at last, you see your crown is only a wheeloofure,
and your kingdom is a hell world.

“Learn this, Mittavinda — all who follow their grde
wherever it leads are left unsatisfied. For inighe nature of
greed to be dissatisfied with what one has, whedHgtle or
a lot. The more obtained, the more desired — dmilcircle
of greed becomes the circle of pain.”

Having said this, the god returned to his heaveridvo
home. At the same time the wheel crashed down on
Mittavinda. With his head spinning in pain, he fdummself
adrift on the tiny bamboo ratft.

Soon he came to an island inhabited by a powelnieH s
devil. She happened to be disguised as a goatgBeingry,
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Mittavinda thought nothing of grabbing the goat dyind
leg. And the she-devil hiding inside kicked him wagy into
the air. He finally landed in a thorn bush on theskirts of
Benares!

After he untangled himself from the thorns, he saw
some goats grazing nearby. He wanted very badtton to
the palaces and the dancing girl Apsaras-es. Regramgb
that a goat had kicked him here, he grabbed theflege of
these goats. He hoped it would kick him back toiskend.

Instead, this goat only cried out. The shepherdseca
and captured Mittavinda for trying to steal ondlw king's
goats.

As he was being taken as a prisoner to the kingy th
passed by the world-famous teacher of Benares. thaisdy
he recognized his student. He asked the sheph#&ktigre
are you taking this man?”

They said, “He is a goat thief! We are taking hontlie
king for punishment!” The teacher said, “Please’tdda so.
He is one of my students. Release him to me, stahéoe a
servant in my school.” They agreed and left himréhe

The teacher asked Mittavinda, “What has happened to
you since you left me?”

He told the story of being first respected, andnthe
cursed, by the people of the remote village. He tblgetting
married and having two children, only to see theltedk and
eaten by demons in the haunted forest. He toldapipsng
his generous mother when he was crazy with thedgiee
money. He told of being cursed by his shipmates laidg
cast adrift on a bamboo raft. He told of the foalagpes with
their beautiful goddesses, and how each time heaspire
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ended he was left unsatisfied. He told of the ngttwheel of
torture, the reward for the greedy in hell. Andtble of his
hunger for goat meat, that only got him kicked bdok
Benares without even a bite to eat!

The world-famous teacher said, “It is clear thauryo
past actions have caused both unpleasant and pieasalts,
and that both are eventually completed. But younoan
understand that pleasures always come to an entkath
you let them feed your greed for more and more. a@uleft
exhausted and unsatisfied, madly grasping at ggat Calm
down, my friend. And know that trying to hold water a
tight fist, will always leave you thirsty!”

Hearing this, Mittavinda bowed respectfully to tireat
teacher. He begged to be allowed to follow him atudent.
The Enlightenment Being welcomed him with open arms

* * *

At the end of this ataka story, the Buddha identified

the births in this way:
“Mittavinda then, was this disobedient monk. Ahd

who have become the Buddha was the teacher whohgawve
advice.”

The moral: “In peace of mind, there is neither lossgain.”
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83

A Hero Named Jinx
[Friendship]

[Kalakanni-Jatakal

This story was told by the Buddha while he was
dwelling in Jetavana monastery with regard to enfili of the
millionaire Anathapidika’s named “Jinx’ [Kilakanni]*°, to
whom Arathaphndika remained faithful from childhood
despite his name, and who at one point saved
Anathapndika’s wealth from robbers.

When Arathapindika told the Buddha the incident, the
Buddha said, “This is not the first time that a mmamed Jinx
has saved his friend’s wealth from robbers. Thecegsame
thing happened as well in the past.” And at#apndika’s
request, the Buddha told the story of the past:

Once upon a time, there was a very rich man who was
well known for wholesomeness. He had a good friesthad
had the somewhat strange name, JinddKanni]. They had
been the best of friends ever since they were Igtildren
making mud-pies together. They had gone to the same
schools and helped each other always.

After graduating, Jinx fell on hard times. He cautd
find a job and earn a living. So he went to seelifeong

20 Literally, the name means ‘one with black ears.b He “black-eared” is an
unlucky quality. It is a bad omen that spoils luck. Hehliex.’
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friend, the prosperous and successful rich manwékekind
and comforting to his friend Jinx, and was happiite him
to manage his property and business.

After he went to work in the rich man’s mansioretpy
soon his strange name became a household wordlePeop
said, “Wait a minute, Jinx,” “Hurry up, Jinx,” “Dihis, Jinx,”
“Do that, Jinx.”

After a while some of the rich man’s neighbors went
him and said, “Dear friend and neighbor, we areceomed
that misfortune may strike. Your mansion manageréhaery
strange and unlucky name. You should not let hua With
you any longer. His name fills your house, with pleo
saying, ‘Wait a minute, Jinx,” ‘Hurry up, Jinx,” ® this,
Jinx,” ‘Do that, Jinx.” People only use the worth¥ when
they want to cause bad luck or misfortune. Eversb@pirits
and fairies would be frightened by hearing it cansliy and
would run away. This can only bring disaster to ryou
household. The man named Jinx is inferior to yohe—is
miserable and ugly. What advantage can you posgitiyy
keeping such a fellow around?”

The rich man replied, “Jinx is my best friend! Wavh
supported and cared for each other ever since we htie
tots making mud-pies together. A lifelong trustigrfriend
Is of great value indeed! | could not reject hinddose our
friendship just because of his name. After allamg is only
for recognition.

“The wise don’'t give a name a second thought. Only
fools are superstitious about sounds and wordsnanages.
They don't make good luck or bad luck!” So sayitige rich
man refused to follow the advice of his busybodginieors.
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One day he went on a journey to his home village.
While he was away, he left his friend Jinx in cleaf his
mansion home.

It just so happened that a gang of robbers heavdtab
this. They decided it would be a perfect time tb the
mansion. So they armed themselves with various areap
and surrounded the rich man’s home during the night

Meanwhile, the faithful Jinx suspected that robbers
might attack. So he stayed up all night to guasdfhend’s
possessions. When he caught sight of the gangusuig
the house, he woke up everybody inside. Then hégat to
blow shell horns and beat drums and make as muicke as
possible.
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Hearing all this, the bandits thought, “We must dnav
been given bad information. There must be many lpeop
inside and the rich man must still be at home.tlg&y threw
down their clubs and other weapons, and ran away.

The next morning the people from the mansion were
surprised to see the discarded weapons. They sagédh
other, “If we didn’t have such a wise house praigcall the
wealth in the mansion would certainly have beefestalinx
has turned out to be a hero! Rather than bringen lnck,
such a strong friend has been a blessing to thenmam.”

When the master of the house returned home his
neighbors met him and told him what had happenedsdid,
“You all advised against letting my friend stay hwihe. If |
had done as you said, I'd be penniless today!

“Walking together for just seven steps is enougbtaot
a friendship. Continuing for 12 steps forms a bohbbyalty.
Remaining together for a month brings the closerass
relatives. And for longer still, the friend becomidse a
second self. So my friend Jinx is no jinx — but eag
blessing!”

At the conclusion of thisafaka story, the Buddha
identified the births:

“The venerableAnanda was the faithful Jinx of those
days. And I, myself, was the rich man.”

The moral: “The longer the friendship, the greateyr
rewards.”
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84

A Question From a Seven-year-old
[Six Worthy Ways]

[Atthasadwvira-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
temple with regard to a boy who was very wise and
understanding.

When the boy was seven years old he came to his
father, who was a wealthy man ofv@atthi, and asked his
father what were the doors to spiritual well beirtdjs father
did not know the answer, but knew that the Buddloalg
So, taking perfumes and flowers, he went to the dBad
kneeled down before him and related to the Buddbdby’s
guestion. The Buddha replied that he had answbesgery
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same question from his son in former days. But tuere-
becoming puna-bbhavl the answer has become clouded
over in his mind. And at the father’'s request, Bxeldha
told this story of the past:

Once upon a time there was a rich man living in
Benares, in northern India. He had a son who wadligent,
curious and eager to learn. Even though he was sevgn
years old, he was determined to find out what @llye
valuable.

One day the little boy asked his father, “What tre
ways to gain the most valuable things in life?”

His father said, “Only worthy ways lead to worthighi
goals. These are the six worthy wagtthasa-dvra-sj:

— keep yourself healthy and fit;

— be wholesome in every way;

— listen to those with more experience;
— learn from those with more knowledge;
— live according to Truth [Dhamma];

— act with sincerity, not just energy.”

The boy paid close attention to his father’'s wolds.
tried hard to practice these ways from then onhdgrew up
and became wise, he realized that the six worthyswand
the most valuable things in life, could not be sefed.

The Buddha then identified the births, saying:

“This child was the same as the little boy in #ndgays.
And |, myself, was the father.”

The moral: “A serious question deserves a seransver.
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86, 290, 362

A Lesson From a Snake
[The Value of Goodness]

[86. Sllavimarizsana-Jitakal

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery with regard to an honored Brahmin adw$§¢he
king of Kosala who put to the test his reputationgoodness
in order to determine what it was that the king addin
him. On determining that it was his goodness thatking
honored, he decided to go to the Buddha in Jetanmara and
to enter the monkhood. By application, he gaingdtaal
insight and became free of defilement, becominduahant
[saint].

One evening, the monks assembled in the preaching
hall were talking about this. When the Buddha mtteand
asked them what they were talking about before dmaec
there, he said, “Oh monks, the actions of this Briahin
putting to the test his reputation for goodnessl, afterward
renouncing the world and working out his salvatiovgs
done as well by the wise in the past.” And sayimg, the
Buddha told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, King Brahmadatta of Benares had a
very valuable adviser priest. He came from a ridbl@
family. He was intelligent and full of knowledge.eHvas
generous with his wealth and knowledge, holdinghimgt
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back. People thought of him as a kind and goodopers

By practicing the Five Training Stepsdfica-ga-s, the
first five sikkhz-padas], he trained his mind to avoid the five
unwholesome actiongkusala-kamma]. He discovered that
giving up each unwholesome action made him befteino
its own way:

— destroying life, since you have to kill part of
yourself in order to kill someone else;

— taking what is not given, since this makes the
owner angry at you;

— doing wrong in sexual ways, since this lead$iéo t
pain of jealousy and envy;

— speaking falsely, since you can’t be true to
yourself and false to another at the same time;

— losing your mind from alcohol, since then you
might hurt yourself by doing the other four.

Seeing how he lived, King Brahmadatta thought, 8Thi
is truly a good man.”

The priest was curious to learn more about theevafu
goodness. He thought, “The king honors and respmets
more than his other priests. But | wonder whas @bout me
that he really respects most. Is it my nationalityy noble
birth or family wealth? Is it my great learning awdst
knowledge? Or is it because of my goodness? | findthe
answer to this.”

Therefore, he decided to perform an experiment in
order to answer his question. He would pretenceta thief!

On the next day, when he was leaving the palace, he
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went by the royal coin maker. He was stamping aih<
from gold. The good priest, not intending to keegaok a
coin and continued walking out of the palace. Beeathe
money maker admired the famous priest highly, heareed
sitting and said nothing.

On the following day the make-believe thief tookotw
gold coins. Again the royal coin maker did not psbt

Finally, on the third day, the king's favorite sie
grabbed a whole handful of gold coins. This time mhoney
maker didn’t care about the priest’s position @utation. He
cried out, “This is the third time you have robliesl majesty
the king.” Holding onto him, he shouted, “I've cdughe
thief who robs the king! I've caught the thief whabs the
king! I've caught the thief who robs the king!”

Suddenly a crowd of people came running in, yelling
“Aha! You pretended to be better than us! An exampi
goodness!” They slapped him, tied his hands behisithack,
and hauled him off to the king.

But on their way, they happened to go by some snake
charmers. They were entertaining some bystandens the
king’s court with a poisonous cobra. They held Hoynthe
tail and neck, and coiled him around their neckshiow how
brave they were.

The tied up prisoner said to them, “Please be gHref
Don’t grab that cobra by the tail. Don’t grab himHios neck.
And don’t colil that poisonous snake around your ownoks.
He may bite you and bring your lives to a suddesien

The snake charmers said, “You ignorant priest, you
don’t understand about this cobra. He is well mashend
very good indeed. He is not bad like you! You arthiaf

229



who has stolen from the king. Because of your wickess
and criminal behavior, you are being carried ofthwyour
hands tied behind your back. But there’s no neeiktap a
snake who is good!”

The priest thought, “Even a poisonous cobra, who
doesn’t bite or harm anyone, is given the name dg¢su-
sla]. In truth, goodness is the quality people admuast in
the world!”

When they arrived at the throne room, the king dske
“What is this, my children?” They replied, “This tise thief
who stole from your royal treasury.” The king saldhen
punish him according to the law.”

The adviser priest said, “My lord king, | am noaffi
“Then why did you take gold coins from the palaca8ked
the king.

The priest explained, “I have done this only as an
experiment, to test why it is you honor and respeetmore
than others. Is it because of my family backgrouara
wealth, or my great knowledge? Because of thoseghil
was able to get away with taking one or two golthsoOr
do you respect my goodness most of all? It is dleat by
grabbing a handful of coins | no longer had the aagood'.
This alone turned respect into disgrace!

“Even a poisonous cobra, who doesn’t harm anyane, |
called ‘good’. There is no need for any other fitle

To emphasize the lesson he had learned, the wesst pr
recited:

“High birth and wealth and even knowledge vasind f
Are less admired than goodness is, by humankind.”
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The king pardoned his most valuable adviser pridst.
asked to be allowed to leave the king's serviadd@ordinary
world and become a forest monk. After refusing ssve
times, the king eventually gave his permission.

The priest went to the Himalayas and meditated
peacefully. When he died he was reborn in a heawell.

The Buddha said:

“My disciples today were the king’'s followers ihase
days. And I, myself, who have today become thedBad
was the adviser priest.”

The moral: “People prize goodness most of all.”
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87

A Priest Who Worshipped Luck
[Superstition]

[Mangala-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living in the Baoo
Grove temple with regard to a Brahmin who was e#ilin
prognostication from pieces of cloth.

An exactly similar situation as happened to thé ho
man in the daka story happened to the Buddha himself with
regard to this Brahmin and his son when the Budsta
with his divine eye dibba-cakkhiithat the Brahmin and his
son were predestined to attain Arahant-ship [freedimm
defilement].

The Buddha told this Brahmin that in the past, to®
held such superstitions. And at the Brahmin’'s esguthe
Buddha told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being was born
into a high-class family in northwestern India. \Whee grew
up, he realized his ordinary life could not givenhiasting
happiness. So he left everything behind and weflivéoin
the Himalayas as a forest monk. He meditated amueda
knowledge and peace of mind.

One day he decided to come down from the forests to
the city of Rijjagaha. When he arrived he stayed overnight in
the king’s pleasure garden.
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The next morning he went into the city to colleths
food. The king saw him and was pleased with hislilarand
dignified attitude. So he invited him to the palade offered
him a seat and gave him the best foods to eat. fibemvited
him to live in the garden for good. The holy mamesgl, and
from then on he lived in the king’s pleasure garded had
his meals in the king’s palace.

At that time there was a priest in the city who was
known as ‘Lucky Cloth’ [Dussalakkha-bmhmaa].?’ He
used to predict good or bad luck by examining aeief
cloth.

It just so happened that he had a new suit of efth
One day, after his bath, he asked his servanting bhe suit
to him. The servant saw that it had been cheweghtsfi by
mice, so he told the priest.

Lucky Cloth thought, “It is dangerous to keep ire th
house these clothes that have been chewed by ffieis a
sure sign of a curse that could destroy my homeréfare, |
can’t even give them to my children or servantse thrse
would still be in my house!

“In fact, | can’t give these unlucky clothes toyane.
The only safe thing to do is to get rid of them em@nd for
all. The best way to do that is to throw them ie ttorpse
grounds, the place where dead bodies are put fad wi
animals to eat.

“But how can | do that? If | tell a servant to itladesire
will make him keep the clothes, and the curse mithain in
my household. Therefore, | can trust this task dolymy

2" Literally, ‘a Brahmin, or priest, who believes inognosticative marks on
cloth.’
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son.

He called his son to him and told all about theseuof
the clothes that were slightly chewed by mice. bld him
not even to touch them with his hand. He was toydiiem
on a stick and go throw them in the corpse groumtdsn he
must bathe from head to foot before returning home.

The son obeyed his father. When he arrived at the
corpse grounds, carrying the clothes on a stickptied the
holy man sitting by the gate. When Lucky Cloth’s shrew
away the cursed suit, the holy man picked it upekfamined
it and saw the tiny teeth marks made by the micg.d8ce
they could hardly be noticed, he took the suit vatitm back
to the pleasure garden.

After bathing thoroughly, his son told Priest Lucky
Cloth what had happened. He thought, “This cursetics
clothes will bring great harm to the king’s favertioly man.
| must warn him.” So he went to the pleasure garded
said, “Holy one, the unlucky cloth you have takelease
throw it away! It is cursed and will bring harmytou!”

But the holy man replied, No, no, what others throw
away in the corpse grounds is a blessing to me!fakkst
meditators are not seers of good and bad luckkiAtls of
Buddhas and Enlightenment Beings have given up
superstitions about luck. Anyone who is wise shalddthe
same. No one knows the future!”

Hearing about the truly wise and enlightened onadan
Priest Lucky Cloth see how foolish he had beenmFtleen
on he gave up his many superstitions and followeel t
teachings of the humble holy man.
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When the Buddha had finished relating the stosy,
identified the births:

“The father and son in the past were the samedas/t
And I, myself, was the holy man.”

The moral: “A fool's curse can be a wise man’s $ileg.”
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88, 28

The Bull Called Tit-for-Tat
[All Deserve Respect]

[88. Sarambha-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while a@vatthi about
wrongful speech.

A certain monk used to abuse others with rougkedpe
The Buddha asked this monk, “Do you use rough vrds
The monk answered him, “Yes, | do.” The Buddhantbaid,
“Oh my dear, it is not good to use rough words. ugto
words are not liked even by animals. This wasvemén the
past.” And the Buddha then told the story of ‘TBall
Called Delightful,” theNandivisila-Jataka[No. 28], with the
difference that the story here was about a bull ethrit-
for-Tat’ [Sarambhal].

Once upon a time, in the country of Gamdh in
northern India, there was a city called Takkadi that city
the Enlightenment Being was born as a certain &alice he
was well bred for strength, he was bought by a -tighks
rich man. He became very fond of the gentle aniraay
called him ‘Tit-for-Tat’ [Sirambha)]. He took good care of
him and fed him only the best.

When Tit-for-Tat grew up into a big fine strong bine
thought, “I was brought up by this generous man.geee
me such good food and constant care, even though
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sometimes there were difficulties. Now | am a bigven up
bull and there is no other bull who can pull asweaload as
| can. Therefore, | would like to use my strengthgive
something in return to my master.”

So he said to the man, “Sir, please find some Wwegalt
merchant who is proud of having many strong bulls.
Challenge him by saying that your bull can pull ¢tnmdred
heavily loaded bullock carts.”

Following his advice, the high-class rich man wemnt
such a merchant and struck up a conversation. Aftehile,
he brought up the idea of who had the strongedtibuhe
city.

The merchant said, “Many have bulls, but no one has
any as strong as mine.” The rich man said, “Suauve a bull
who can pull one hundred heavily loaded bullocksafNo,
friend, how can there be such a bull? That is uebable!”
said the merchant. The other replied, “I do hawehsa bull,
and | am willing to make a bet.”

The merchant said, “I will bet a thousand gold soin
that your bull cannot pull a hundred loaded bulloakis.” So
the bet was made and they agreed on a date andadirties
challenge.

The merchant attached together one hundred big
bullock carts. He filled them with sand and grateimake
them very heavy.

The high-class rich man fed the finest rice to biod
called Tit-for-Tat. He bathed him and decorated land
hung a beautiful garland of flowers around his neck

Then he harnessed him to the first cart and climied
onto it. Being so high-class, he could not redist airge to
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make himself seem very important. So he crackedhig
the air, and yelled at the faithful bull, “Pull, yodumb
animal! | command you to pull, you big dummy!”

The bull called Tit-for-Tat thought, “This challemgvas
my idea! | have never done anything bad to my nnaated
yet he insults me with such hard and harsh wor8&”he
remained in his place and refused to pull the carts

The merchant laughed and demanded his winnings
from the bet. The high-class rich man had to pay the one
thousand gold coins. He returned home and sat down,
saddened by his lost bet, and embarrassed by dlaetblhis
pride.

The bull called Tit-for-Tat grazed peacefully o nay
home. When he arrived, he saw his master sadlg lgmhis
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side. He asked, “Sir, why are you lying there ltkat? Are
you sleeping? You look sad.” The man said, “l last
thousand gold coins because of you. With such s losw
could I sleep?”

The bull replied, “Sir, you called me ‘dummy’. You
even cracked a whip in the air over my head. Inslllife,
did | ever break anything, step on anything, makeess in
the wrong place, or behave like a ‘dummy’ in anyWaHe
answered, “No, my pet.”

The bull called Tit-for-Tat said, “Then sir, whyddyou
call me ‘dumb animal’, and insult me even in thegence of
others? The fault is yours. | have done nothingngrd3ut
since | feel sorry for you, go again to the merd¢rard make
the same bet for two thousand gold coins. And rebsgrno
use only the respectful words | deserve so well.”

Then the high-class rich man went back to the nath
and made the bet for two thousand gold coins. Taehant
thought it would be easy money. Again he set updhe
hundred heavily loaded bullock carts. Again thé mean fed
and bathed the bull, and hung a garland of flowensind his
neck.

When all was ready, the rich man touched Tit-fot'sTa
forehead with a lotus blossom, having given up vitep.
Thinking of him as fondly as if he were his own Idhihe
said, “My son, please do me the honor of pullings#hone
hundred bullock carts.”

Lo and behold, the wonderful bull pulled with alsh
might and dragged the heavy carts, until the lastsiood in
the place of the first.

The merchant, with his mouth hanging open in
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disbelief, had to pay the two thousand gold coifike
onlookers were so impressed that they honoreduteddled
Tit-for-Tat with gifts. But even more important the high-
class rich man than his winnings, was his valuéddeon in
humility and respect.

When the Buddha ended this story, he added:

“The high-class rich man at that time is todayanda.
The Brahmin’s wife became Uppalawa. And the bull Tit-
for-Tat was | who have become the Buddha.”

The moral: “Harsh words bring no reward. Respectfoitds
bring honor to all.”
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89

The Phony Holy Man
[Hypocrisy]

[Kuhaka-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Jetavana temple. The details of its narration lelltold in
the fourteenth book in tHgddala-Jataka[No. 487].

[The Buddha told this story while living in Jetana
temple about a monk who even though he had dedicate
himself to the Buddha's teachings, was nevertheless
dishonest.

The monks gathered one evening in the preachiftig ha
were discussing this. When the Buddha enteredhsked
them what they were talking about before he cariée
Buddha then said, “Such is not so only now. Th&mwas
deceitful before, as well.” And at the monks’ reqt) the
Buddha told aataka story.]

Once upon a time there was a man who looked and
acted just like a holy man. He wore nothing butsragad
long matted hair, and relied on a little villagestgpport him.
But he was sneaky and tricky. He only pretendegdite up
attachment to the everyday world. He was a phothyran.

A wealthy man living in the village wanted to earn
merit by doing good deeds. So he had a simple liginple
built in the nearby forest for the holy man to live He also
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fed him the finest foods from his own home.

He thought this holy man with matted hair was siace
and good, one who would not do anything unwholesome
Since he was afraid of bandits, he took his farf@tyune of
100 gold coins to the little temple. He buried itder the
ground and said to the holy man, “Venerable oreas® look
after this my family fortune.”

The holy man replied, “There’s no need to worry&#bo
such things with people like me. We holy ones hgiven up
attachment to the ordinary world. We have no greatkesire
to obtain the possessions of others.”

“Very well, venerable one,” said the man. He left
thinking himself very wise indeed, to trust sucgaod holy
man.

However, the wicked holy man thought, “Aha! This
treasure of 100 gold coins is enough for me to dindor the
rest of my life! | will never have to work or began!” So a
few days later he dug up the gold and secretlyeluiti near
the roadside.

The next day he went to the wealthy villager's hdore
lunch as usual. After eating his fill he said, “Mb®norable
gentleman, | have lived here supported by you fdoray
time. But holy ones who have given up the world aoé
supposed to become too attached to one villagappaster.

It would make a holy man like me impure! Therefdaadly
permit me to humbly go on my way.”

The man pleaded with him again and again not to go,
but it was useless. “Go then, venerable sir,” head)at last.
He went with him as far as the boundary of theagdl and
left him there.
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After going on a short way himself, the phony holstn
thought, “I must make absolutely sure that stupithger
does not suspect me. He trusts me so much thatilhe w
believe anything. So | will deceive him with a aewurick!”

He stuck a blade of dry grass in his matted hatt awent
back.

When he saw him returning, the wealthy villagereakk
“Venerable one, why have you come back?” He replied
“Dear friend, this blade of grass from the thatchedf of
your house has stuck in my hair. It is most unwbahee and
impure for a holy one such as myself to ‘take wisahot

given’.
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The amazed villager said, “Think nothing of it, you
reverence. Please put it down and continue on yay.
Venerable ones such as you do not even take a bfagtass
that belongs to another. How marvelous! How exaited
are, the purest of the holy. How lucky | was todide to
support you!” More trusting than ever, he bowegeesfully
and sent him on his way again.

It just so happened that the Enlightenment Being wa
living the life of a trader at that time. He wagle midst of a
trading trip when he stopped overnight at the gdlaHe had
overheard the entire conversation between thegeitland
the ‘purest of the holy’. He thought, “That soumdkculous!
This man must have stolen something far more védulan
the blade of dry grass he has made such a big stiow
returning to its rightful owner.”

The trader asked the wealthy villager, “Friend, yod
perhaps give anything to this holy-looking man for
safekeeping?” “Yes, friend,” he replied, “I trustédn to
guard my family fortune of 100 gold coins.” “| adei you to
go see if they are where you left them,” said thddr.

Suddenly worried, he ran to the forest temple, dpg
the ground, and found his treasure gone. He rak tmathe
trader and said, “It has been stolen!” “Friend,” teplied,
“No one but that so-called holy man could have make
Let’'s catch him and get your treasure back.”

They both chased after him as fast as they coulteni\v
they caught up with him they made him tell wherehiagl
hidden the money. They went to the hiding placethmy
roadside and dug up the buried treasure.

Looking at the gleaming gold the Bodhisatta saxthu
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hypocritical holy man. You spoke well those beattifords,
admired by all, that one is not to ‘take what it gven’.
You hesitated to leave with even a blade of graasdidn’t
belong to you. But it was so easy for you to steadundred
gold coins!” After ridiculing the way he had acted this
way, he advised him to change his ways for his gaod.

The Buddha then identified the births, saying:

“The dishonest monk of today was the hypocrithroally
man of the past. And | who have today become thddBa
was the trader in those days.”

The moral: “Be careful of a holy man who puts orbig
show.”
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90, 363

One Way Hospitality
[Ingratitude]

[90. Akatafifiu-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living at Jetaman
monastery with regard to the millionaire Zhapindika and a
country merchant with whom Athaphndika corresponded,
but the two of whom had never met.

An exactly similar situation as happened to thadses
merchant and a country merchant in thsakla story,
happened to Aathapidika with this country merchant,

When Arathapndika, thinking this would be a good
story to tell the Buddha, told him the whole stahg Buddha
said, “This is not the first time, sir, that thisuntry merchant
has acted in this way. He was just the same inptss.”
And at Arithapidika’s request, the Buddha told the story of
the past:

Once upon a time there were two merchants who wrote
letters back and forth to each other. They nevdrfaee to
face. One lived in Benares and the other lived meraote
border village.

The country merchant sent a large caravan to Benare
It had 500 carts loaded with fruits and vegetabied other
products. He told his workers to trade all thesedgowith
the help of the Benares merchant.
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When they arrived in the big city they went dirgdt
the merchant. They gave him the gifts they had dintuHe
was pleased and invited them to stay in his ownéadte
even gave them money for their living expensestreated
them with the very best hospitality. He asked alibatwell
being of the country merchant and gave them gdtsake
back to him. Since it is easier for a local perspget a good
price, he saw to it that all their goods were fairbded. They
returned home and told their master all that hgzbbaed.

Later on, the Benares merchant sent a caravan ®f 50
carts to the border village. His workers also tgdks to the
country merchant. When they arrived he asked, “\&/uky
you come from?” They said they came from the Benare
merchant, the one who wrote him letters.
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Taking the gifts, the country merchant laughed very
discourteous way and said, “Anyone could say theme
from the Benares merchant!” Then he sent them agrayg
them no place to stay, no gifts, and no help at all

The caravan workers went downtown to the
marketplace and did the best they could tradingaut local
help. They returned to Benares and told their mastehat
had happened.

Before too long, the country merchant sent another
caravan of 500 carts to Benares. Again his wortaak gifts
to the same merchant. When his workers saw themngom
they said to him, “We know just how to provide sbie
lodgings, food and expense money for these people.”

They took them outside the city walls to a goodelt
camp for the night. They said they would returrBenares
and prepare food and get expense money for them.

Instead they rounded up all their fellow workersd an
returned to the campsite in the middle of the nidritey
robbed all 500 carts, including the workers’ oudarments.
They chased away the bullocks, and removed ancedanff
the cartwheels.

The villagers were terrified. They ran back homéazs
as their legs could carry them.

The city merchant’s workers told him all they hamuhd.
He said, “Those who forget gratitude and ignore pd&m
hospitality wind up getting what they deserve. oo do
not appreciate the help they have received soahthiat no
one will help them anymore.”

At the conclusion of this story, the Buddha id&edi
the births:
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“The country merchant of the past was this country
merchant today. And the merchant of Benares wadwmlam
today the Buddha.”

The moral: “If you don’t help others, you can’t exp them
to help you.”
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91

Poison Dice
[Deception]

[Litta-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
temple with regard to the thoughtless use of things

At one time, the monks of that day were thoughtias
their use of the four requisitesdtu-paccayas]. These are
clothing, food, shelter, and medicine. Such thaolegbness
barred their escape from the cycle of re-becommgné-
bbhavd. Knowing this, the Buddha set forth rules with
regard to their careful usage. The Buddha saidotifhtless
use of the four requisites is like taking deadlyspn. And
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there are, indeed, those in the past who by their
thoughtlessness did inadvertently take poison.Yirfsathis,
the Buddha told aaflaka story of the past:

Once upon a time there was a rich man living in
Benares who was addicted to gambling. He played with
another gambling addict, a man whose mind workddaky
ways.

While the rich gambler was very honest and above
board, the tricky one was dishonest. When he kept o
winning he kept on playing. But when he began selbe
secretly put one of the dice in his mouth and swadd it.
Then he claimed it was lost and stopped the game.

The rich gambler began to notice this trick. The® o
day he decided to teach him a lesson. He smeairsdrpon
the dice and let it dry so it was invisible. He kabese dice
to the usual place and said, “Let’s play dice!”

His friend agreed. They set up the gambling boadl a
began to play. As usual the tricky one began bynimig
every throw of the dice. But as soon as he begdost he
sneaked the dice into his mouth.

Seeing this the rich gambler said, “Swallow nowg an
then something you don’'t expect will happen. Yowno
dishonesty will make you suffer much.”

After swallowing the poison dice the trickster f@tiwn
sick and fainted. The rich gambler, who was balsiaggod
at heart, thought, “Enough is enough. Now | mustedais
life.”

He made a medical mixture to cause vomiting. Heemad
him swallow it, and he threw up the poison dice. dé&ve
him a drink made with clear butter, thick palm gyraoney
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and cane sugar. This made the trickster feel jnstdgain.
Afterwards he advised him not to deceive a trusting
friend again. Eventually both gamblers died andeweborn
as they deserved.
At the end of thisataka story, the Buddha said:
“l, myself, was the honest rich gambler in thetgas

The moral: “Deceiving a friend may be hazardousydar
health.”
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92

The Mystery of the Missing Necklace

[Mahdasara-Jatakal

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
monastery with regard to the venerahleanda.

At one time, the wives of King Pasenadi of Kosala
asked the king for someone to preach the Buddh&ide
[Dhamma] to them in the harem. The king consented.

When the king went to the Buddha, he heard thisgsa
of a lay brother named Chattap, who was seated at the
Buddha's feet at the time. On another day, whenkihg
happened to see Chatiapon his way to Jetavarama, he
summoned him and asked him whether he would agree t
preach the Dhamma to his harem. But Chattaygsponded
that such was the prerogative of the monks.

Recognizing the force of this remark, the kindexhhis
wives together, told them of his intention to as& Buddha
to send one of his disciples to instruct them asiced them
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whom they would prefer. The ladies chose the \adrler
Ananda.

King Pasenadi then went to the Buddha and relaiged
wives' wishes. And the Buddha consented Ananda
becoming their teacher. The Buddha having so cdede
Ananda then began to regularly instruct the kingtes:

One day wherAnanda went to the palace to instruct the
ladies, he found them troubled and dejected. tené=l
from them that the jewel from the king’s turban vmissing,
and everyone was being considered a suspect bkiriges
ministers. Ananda thereupon went to the king and suggested
that there was a way to find the jewel without worg
everyone. Ananda suggested that the king call together
everyone he suspected and give them each a wipagf or
a lump of clay, telling them to put it in such-asukch a place
the next day at daybreak. The person who tookjahel
would put it in the straw or clay, and so bringpaick. If it is
brought back the first day, well and good. If nibie same
thing ought to be done a second and third dayhifhway, a
large number of people will escape worry, and timg kuill
get his jewel back.

When the eldeAnanda came again on the third day,
and the jewel had still not been brought back, uggested
that a large water pot filled with water be plagethe corner
of the courtyard with a screen put before it. Khey was to
give an order that all who frequent the area, nmehveomen
alike, are to remove their outer garments and grere
wash their hands behind the screen, coming back onl
afterwards. This the king did.

The thief, seeing thaAnanda was not letting things
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rest, decided then to give up the jewel. He haljdwel on
his person, and going behind the screen, droppéd tie
water. When everyone was gone, the pot was emsied
the jewel was found.

The story of howAnanda’s cleverness had recovered
the jewel spread about. And one evening, the mamkise
preaching hall were discussing it. When the Budeiared
and found out what it was they were discussingdi@, “Not
only today, but also in the past, the wise throughir
cleverness have recovered what was stolen, shothatgit
had fallen into the hands of an animal, and in@agisaved
a lot of trouble.” And the Buddha told this stafythe past:

[Chapter 1. One Crime Leads to Another]

Once upon a time, King Brahmadatta was ruling in
Benares in northern India. After completing his @ation,
the Enlightenment Being became one of his ministers

One day the king went on an outing to his pleasure
garden. A big crowd from the court went with himhey
visited many parts of the lovely park. Near a dooést they
came upon a beautiful clear pond. The king dectdegb for
a swim. So he dove into the water. Then he invéakdhe
ladies of his harem to join him in the refreshirgg.

Laughing together, the harem women took off alirthe
ornaments and jewelry — from their heads, necks, @aists,
fingers, waists, ankles and toes. Along with theuter
clothing, they handed all these over to their s@neprls for
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safekeeping. Then they jumped into the pond witimgKi
Brahmadatta.

The king had given one of his favorite queens & ver
valuable pearl necklace. She was so fond of itshatcalled
it by a pet name, ‘Most Precious’ [Madara].

It just so happened that a curious she-monkey kad b
watching all this from a branch of a nearby treeerihg
between the green leaves, she had paid very ctosgian.
When she had caught sight of the Most Preciousl pear
necklace, her eyes had nearly popped out of hel hea

Imagining how grand she would look wearing the
gueen’s beautiful necklace, she patiently watchedservant
girl who was guarding it. In the beginning the guhtched
very carefully. But the heat of the day soon maeiednowsy.
When the she-monkey saw her start to snooze, shagsw
down from the tree as fast as the wind. In a fesihgrabbed
the necklace called Most Precious, put it around reek,
and ran back up the tree.

Afraid that the other monkeys would see it, thdelit
thief hid the gleaming pearl necklace in a holldwhe tree.
Then she sat guarding her loot, remaining silend an
pretending to be as innocent as a nun!

In a minute or two the servant girl awoke from her
accidental nap. Frightened, she immediately loakest the
gueen’s possessions. When she saw the necklagaigsiag
she yelled out in terror, “Help! Help! Some man haken
the queen’s pearl necklace, the one called Mostidtrs!”

After running to her side, security guards went and
reported the theft to the king. He ordered thensttp at
nothing, and to catch the thief immediately. Fragied of the
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king’s wrath, the guards began dashing madly aroined
pleasure garden searching for the thief.

At that very moment there happened to be a poor man
walking just outside the garden. He was on his bagk to
his far-off home village after paying his meagetesto the
royal treasury. The commotion from inside the pschared
him and he started running away.

Unfortunately, the security guards saw him runrangd
said to each other, “That must be the thief!” Thiaghed
through the garden gate and after a short chasdy eas
captured the innocent man. They began beating bithey
shouted, “You no good thief!l Confess that you rablbiee
gueen’s pearl necklace, the one she calls Mosidgt

The poor man thought, “If | say | didn't take iheise
men will beat me to death for sure. But if | costethey will
have to take me to the king.” So he said, “Yesjrhd it, |
took the necklace.” Hearing this the security gsard
handcuffed him and hauled him off to the king.

After being told of the man’s confession, the kasied
him, “Where is the Most Precious necklace now? Wizate
you done with it?”

Being a somewhat clever fellow, the prisoner replie
“My lord king, | am a very poor man indeed. | hanaver in
my life owned anything at all valuable, not a M&secious
bed or a Most Precious chair — and certainly ndvast
Precious pearl necklace. It was your majesty’s @mef
Financial Adviser who made me steal this Most Prei |
gave it to him. He alone knows where it is now.”

King Brahmadatta summoned his Chief Financial
Adviser and asked, “Did you take Most Precious frims
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man’'s hands?” “Yes my lord,” said he. “Where is\@gw?”
asked the king. “l gave it to the Royal Teachee$uf

The Royal Teacher Priest was called for and asked
about the stolen necklace. He claimed, “l gaveoitttie
Official Court Musician.”

He in turn was summoned and questioned. He
answered, “l gave Most Precious to a high-classtjiue.”

When she was identified and brought to the king, he
demanded to know what she had done with the queead
necklace. But she alone replied, “Your majestygri’ttknow
anything about a pearl necklace!”

As the sun began to set, the king said, “Let ugicoa
this investigation tomorrow.” He handed the fivespects
over to his ministers and returned to his palacéhe night.

[Chapter 2. The Mystery Is Solved]

Meanwhile, the royal minister who happened to ke th
Enlightenment Being had seen and heard all thatthlaeh
place in the pleasure garden. He realized thatniiistery
could be solved only by careful examination. Jurgpto
conclusions could lead to the wrong answers. Setakted
examining and analyzing the situation in his mind.

He thought, “The necklace was lost inside the pleas
garden. But the poor villager was captured outdide
pleasure garden. The gates had strong guards isgawdich.
Therefore, the villager could not have come in teealsthe
necklace. Likewise, no one from inside the gardmaricchave
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gotten out through the guarded gates with the rstole
necklace. So it can be seen that none of thesdegyeopld
have gotten away with Most Precious, either frosida or
outside!

“What a mystery! The poor man who was first accused
must have said he gave it to the Chief Financialigal just
to save himself. The Chief Financial Adviser musivé
thought it would go easier for him if the Royal Thar Priest
were involved. The priest must have blamed the ciaifi
Court Musician so that music would make their timehe
palace dungeon pass more pleasantly. And the @lffEéourt
Musician probably thought that being with the higass
prostitute would take away the misery of prisoe.lio he
said he gave the necklace to her.

“After examining carefully, it is easy to see tladitfive
suspects must be innocent. But the garden is futlankeys
who are known to cause mischief. No doubt some she-
monkey thought Most Precious would set her aboeeadist,
and the necklace is still in her hands.”

So he went to the king and said, “Your excellenty,
you hand over the suspects to me, | will do thestigation
for you.” “By all means, my wise minister,” saidetlking,
“examine into it yourself.”

The minister called for his servant boys. He tdidn
to keep the five suspects together in one placey Were to
hide nearby, listen to all that was said, and tlegrort back
to him.

When the five prisoners thought they were along the
began talking freely to each other. First the Cliiefancial
Adviser said to the poor villager, “You little crikldNe never
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saw each other before. So when did you give tHerstdost
Precious to me?”

He replied, “My lord sir, most exalted adviser teet
great king, | have never had anything of any value
whatsoever, not even a broken down bed or chasartainly
have not seen any such Most Precious necklacel'l kioow
what you people are talking about. Being scaredetth by
the king’'s guards, | only mentioned you in the htipegt one
as important as you could free us both. Pleasdordydon’t
be angry at me.”

The Royal Teacher Priest said to the Chief Findncia
Adviser, “You see, this man admits he has not giNeio
you, so how could you have given it to me?” Heiszhl“We
are both in high positions. | thought that if wet ¢ogether
and backed each other up, we could settle thisemiatt

The Official Court Musician asked, “Oh Royal Teache
Priest, when did you give the queen’s pearl neektaane?”

“l thought that if you were imprisoned with me,”id&ahe
priest, “your music would make it much more pledsan
That's why | lied.”

Then the woman said to the Official Court Musician,
“You miserable crook! When did | come to you? Witkd
you come to me? We have never met each other b&ore
when could you possibly have given me the stolenstMo
Precious?” He said to her, “Oh dear young ladyageedon’t
be angry with me. | only accused you so that whenfiwe
are imprisoned together, your being with us willkeaus all
happy.”

Not being either a poor frightened stranger oi@psry
government official, the high-class prostitute wihs only
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one who had told the truth. So there was no oretase her
of shifting the blame.

Of course the wise minister's servants had been
eavesdropping on the entire conversation. When they
reported it all back to him, he realized his sugpicwas
confirmed — some she-monkey must have taken thdauec
So he thought, “I must come up with a plan to gback.”

First he had a bunch of cheap imitation jewel oreai®
made. Then he had several she-monkeys capturbd noyal
pleasure garden. He had them decorated with thition
ornaments — necklaces on their necks, and braaaletiseir
wrists and ankles. Then they were released indhde. The
minister ordered his servants to watch all the ralbekeys
carefully. When they saw anyone with the missingrpe
necklace, they were to scare her into dropping it.

The she-monkey who had taken Most Precious was stil
guarding it in the hollow of the tree. The othee-shonkeys
strutted back and forth saying, “See how fine wakloNe
have these beautiful necklaces and bracelets.”cBhkin’t
stand seeing and hearing this. She thought, “Tharse
nothing but worthless imitations.” To show themgll, she
put on her own neck the Most Precious necklaceeaf r
pearls.

Immediately the servants frightened her into dnogp
it. They took it to their master, the wise ministeie took it
to the king and said, “Your majesty, here is tharpe
necklace, the one called Most Precious. None ofitieenvho
admitted to the crime was really a thief. It walsetainstead
by a greedy little she-monkey living in your plegsu
garden.”
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The amazed king asked, “How did you find out itswa
taken by a she-monkey? And how did you get it badk®
minister told the whole story.

The king said, “You were certainly the right one tioe
job. In times of need, it is the wise who are apjated
most.” Then he rewarded him by showering him witkaith,
like a heavy rain of the seven valuables — golaesipearls,
jewels, lapis lazuli, diamonds and coral.

* * *

The story having been told, the Buddha identitiee
births:

“Ananda was the king in those days. And | who am
today the Buddha was the wise minister.”
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The moral: “Theft from greed, lies from fear, trufom
examining.”
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93

The Careless Lion
[Circumspection]

[Vissisabhojana-Jitaka]

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
temple with regard to taking reliable giftszhal trustingly.

At that time, the monks used to take food, claghiend
other requisites from their relatives without alypsideration
of circumstances or consequences. The Buddhagstes,
decided to admonish the brotherhood @] against it,
saying that such acceptance of things given without
circumspection is like taking poison. And poisoitisk
whether it is given by a relative or stranger. Buwdha
added that in the past, there were those who taikop
without thinking because it was offered by thoseowtere
dear to them, and they thereby met their end. #&rel
Buddha told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, the Five Training Stepaffa-
sila-s, the first fivesikkhz-padas] were not yet known in the
world. There was a very wealthy man living in Beasawho
owned a large herd of cattle. He hired a man td lafer
them.

During the time of year when the rice paddies were
filled with the green growing rice plants, the rerdhn took
the cattle to the forest to graze. From there loaidgint the
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milk and butter and cheese to the rich man in Benar

It just so happened that being in the forest petcthttle
in a very frightening situation. There was a mestrg lion
living nearby. Sensing the presence of the liort kie@ cattle
in constant fear. This made the cows tense anddirging,
leaving them too weak to give more than a littlékmi

One day the owner of the cattle asked the herdsman
why he was bringing such a small amount of milk antter
and cheese. He replied, “Sir, cows need to be cahah
contented to give much milk. Due to a nearby lyoyr cows
are always afraid and tense. So they give hardhynatk.”

“| see,” said the rich man. Thinking like an anlma
trapper, he asked, “Is the lion closely connectedrty other
animal?” The herdsman answered, “Sir, there hapfjzebs a
variety of deer living in the forest. They are edlfminideer’
[Sinh. miming because they are so small. Even the adults
only grow to be about one foot tall. The lion hasdme very
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friendly with a certain minideer doe.”

The rich man of Benares said, “So that my cows el
at peace and able to give their usual milk, thighat you are
to do. Capture the lion’s friend and rub poisonacadér her
body. Then wait a couple days before releasing $iee. will
be like bait in a trap for the lion. When he dibgng his
body to me. Then my cows will be safe and happymata

The herdsman followed his boss’s orders exactlyeiVh
the lion saw his favorite minideer doe, he was serjoyed
that he threw all caution to the wind. Without eamiffing
the air around her, he immediately began licking he
excitedly all over. Because of too much joy and emmbugh
caution, he fell into the poisonous trap. The dmor died on
the spot.

The Buddha said:

“The rich man in those days was | who am today the
Buddha.”

The moral: “Too much of a good thing can be danggfo
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94

The Holy Man Who Tried To Be Too Holy
[Extremism]

[Lomahariisa-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while he was atilarama,
near Vesli, with regard to Sunakkhatta.

Sunakkhatta, having left the Buddha’s ordembe],
became an adherent of Korakkhattiya and went a\jesiii
vilifying the Buddha and declaring that his doo#sndid not
lead to the destruction of suffering. Whearifutta reported
this to the Buddha, the Buddha responded that Hdedsied
the efficacy of severe asceticism 90 aeons [Kappas and
had found it wanting. And a@a8putta’s request, the Buddha
told this story of the past:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being live@ in
world where most religions were very similar. Theyght
that the way to remove suffering from the mind wasake
the body suffer instead. As strange as it seemst people
thought that the holiest of the holy were the omds
tortured their bodies the most! Since everyone seéerto
agree with this, the Bodhisatta decided to findfouhimself
if it was true.

He stopped living as an ordinary everyday persah an
became a holy man according to the custom of tinedti
This meant that he gave up everything, even hihet He
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went naked, with his body covered only by dust dind

So he wouldn’t be spoiled by the taste of good fdul
forced himself to eat only filthy things — dirt,heess, urine and
cow dung.

So he could concentrate without being interruptgd b
anyone, he went to live in the most dangerous pathe
forest. If he did see a human being, he ran avikayditimid
deer.

In the wintertime he spent his days under the taeek
his nights out in the open. So in the daytime he s@aked
by the cold water dripping from the icicles hangingm the
tree branches. And at night he was covered by d@himd
snow. In this way, in winter, he made his body euthe
most extreme cold in both day and night.
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In the summertime he spent his days out in the open
and his nights under the trees. So in the daytimevhs
burned by the most severe rays of the sun. Andgdt me
was blocked from the few cooling breezes of thenape. In
this way, in summer, he made his body suffer thestmo
extreme heat in both day and night.

This was how he struggled, trying to bring peachi$o
mind. He was so determined that he lived his eriiieein
this way.

Then, just as he was about to die, he saw a vision
himself reborn in a hell world. The vision strucknhlike
lightning, and instantly he knew that all the wdys had
tortured his body were completely useless! They hat
brought him peace of mind. Lo and behold, as he ggvhis
false beliefs and held on to the truth [Sanfahe died and
was reborn in a heaven world!

The Buddha said:

“I was the naked ascetic at that time.”

The moral: “Even at the very last moment, ‘The hrshall
make you free.”
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95

Clear-sighted the Great, King of the World
[Impermanence]

[Mahasudassana-dtakal

The Buddha told this story to the venerahleanda as
he lay on his deathbed in the town of Kasinwith regard to
Ananda’s saying that the Buddha ought not suffeehiin
such a sorry little suburban town in the junglet taher in
Rajagaha or some other large city. The Buddha re$gan
that in the past, in the days of the Universal Mohg of
King Clear-sighted the Great [Masudassana], this town
was then a mighty city surrounded by jeweled wallsd at
Ananda’s request, the Buddha told this story ofpthst, and
pronounced th&lahasudassana Sutta

It is said that there are two ways to practicegrefi.
One is to live apart from the ordinary everyday ldias a
monk, a nun or a holy one. Those who are sincetleisnvay
have as their highest goal the direct experienceoofplete
Truth — full Enlightenment [Nibdna].

The other way to practice religion is within thelioary
world. Those who are sincere in this way have asr th
highest goal the harmony of an undivided world,nly
peacefully under a perfectly wholesome ruler — mgKof the

28 TheMahasudassana Sutta the 17 Sutta of theDighanikzya.
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World’ [cakkavattir.

Once upon a time the Enlightenment Being was born
and given the name ‘Clear-sighted’ [Sudassanahé\grew
up he developed ten rules of good governmdasd-gja-
dhammas]. absence of hidden ill will, absence of open
hostility, harmlessness, self-control, patiencentigaess,
charity, generosity, straightforwardness and gossine

The people of the world began to notice the
wholesomeness and fairness of Clear-sighted, wined i
strictly according to these rules. Gradually thosehis
vicinity volunteered to live under his authoritykasg, rather
than under the dishonest politicians of the time.

As his reputation spread, every king in the woddhe
to Clear-sighted and said, “Come, oh lord. Youvaetcome.
My kingdom is your kingdom. Advise me how to ruheyiour
name.”

Then Clear-sighted said, “Do not destroy life. Dat n
take what is not given. Do not behave wrongly inuse
desires. Do not speak falsely. Do not take alctina clouds
the mind. My commands to the world are only thése.?’

As long as these five are obeyed, my sixth rufeeisdom for
all to follow local customs and religions.”

After all the people on earth had come to live urids
peaceful rule, he became known as Clear-sightedstieat
[Mahasudassana], King of the World. His royal city, the
capital of the whole world, was called Kuwat. It was a
beautiful and prosperous city with four magnificgattes —
one golden, one silver, one jade and one crystal.

9 These are thpafica-gla-s, the first five of the tesikkhi-padas, or ‘Training
Steps.’
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Outside the gates, Kinati was surrounded by seven
rows of palm trees — a row with golden trunks aildes
leaves and fruits; a row with silver trunks anddgol leaves
and fruits; a row with cat’s-eye trunks and cry$ales and
fruits; a row with crystal trunks and cat’'s-eyeJes and
fruits; a row with agate trunks and coral leaved &nits; a
row with coral trunks and agate leaves and fraits] finally
a row with trunks and leaves and fruits of everydkof jewel
found in the world!

When breezes blew through these marvelous palms the
sweet sounds of gentle music were heard througheutity.
This music was so enticing and pleasant that sohtheo
citizens were enchanted into stopping their word dancing
for joy!

Clear-sighted the Great, King of the World, hacbaah
encrusted with jewels from the wonderful palms.eAfa
long, righteous and peaceful reign, he lay on ttle couch
for the last time. He knew that his end was near.
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Of all his 84,000 queens, the one who loved hinstmo
was called, ‘Most-pleasant’ [SubhaddSensing the state of
his mind she said, “You rule over all the citiestioé¢ world,
including this beautiful Kusvati with its four magnificent
gates and seven rows of marvelous palms. Think tatis
and be happy!”’

The King of the World said, “No, my dear queen, 'tlon
say that. Instead you should advise me to givetigelament
to the cities of the world and all they containurfrised, she
asked, “Why do you say this, my lord?” “Becauseatod
will die,” he said.

Then Queen Most-pleasant started to cry, wipingyawa
the tears as they flowed. And all the other 84,§0€ens also
broke into tears. And the king’s ministers and wisole
court, both men and women, could not keep from wneep
and sobbing. All eyes overflowed with tears.

But King Clear-sighted the Great said, “Your tears
useless. Be at peace.” Hearing this the wailingisigal and
his subjects became silent. Then he said to Queest-M
pleasant, “Oh my queen, do not cry, do not lam&nything
that comes into being, whether it be a kingdomudiclg the
whole world, or just a tiny sesame seed — it carlast
forever. Anyone who comes into being, whether ittbe
King of the World, or the poorest petty thief — st decay
and die. Whatever is built up, falls apart. Whatédacomes,
decays. The only true happiness is in the momergnwh
becoming and decaying are not.”

In this way the Enlightenment Being got them takhi
about what most people don’'t want to think abodhat all
things come to an end. He advised them to be gesemnd
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wholesome. Then the King of the World, like evemyaise,
died. He was reborn as a god in a heaven worldyaevime
time, like everyone else, he died.

The story told, the Buddha identified the births:
“Queen Most-pleasant in those days is todaliuR’s
mother. Rhula then was the king’s eldest son. The king’s
ministers and courtiers are today the Buddha'siples
And King Clear-sighted the Great was | who am totey

Buddha.”

The moral: “All good things come to an end.”
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96, 132
The Prince and the She-devils

[96. Telapatta-Jitaka]

The Buddha told this story while living in a foresar
the town of Desakin the Sumb country, with regard to the
Janapadakalyni Sutta®. The Buddha said on that occasion
that if the fairest maiden in all the countrysiderg/to dance
and sing in public, and a man were told that ifcheied a
bowl filled to the brim with oil through the crowte would
win the maiden, but that if he spilt one singleplh® would
lose his head, that man would not turn his attentio
anything else or grow slack in his efforts. In Same way
monks ought to cultivate mindfulnessafi relating to the
body.

The Buddha then said that this task was easyeasidm
was escorted along by one who threatened him witraan
sword. But in past days, it was a truly hard tlmskhe good
to preserve right mindfulness and to curb theisjmas so as
not to look at celestial beauty in all its perfexgs. Yet even
so, they won out, and in so doing won a kingdom.

And saying this, the Buddha told an old story:

%0 The Janapadakalyni Sutta or Janapada Suttappears in thélahavaggaof
the Sanyuttanikaya, Book 3, Chapter 2, Section 10. (Book 3 ofMehavaggais
the 47" chapter of thSaiyuttanikiya as a whole.)
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[Chapter 1. Five Meals in the Forest]

Once upon a time King Brahmadatta was ruling in
Benares, in northern India. The Enlightenment Beivas
born as the last of his 100 sons and grew up ta lese
young man.

In those days there were Silent Buddhas [Pacceka-
Buddha-s] who came to the palace to receive alo. fbhey
were called Buddhas because they were enlightenibey-
knew the Truth [Dhamma] and experienced life aeatly is,
in every present moment. They were called Silertabse
they did not preach the Truth. This was becausgkhew it
was a time when no one would be able to undersiaind
However, being filled with sympathy for the unhapgss of
all beings, the Silent Buddhas wished to help aaysho
asked them.

One day the young prince was thinking about his 99
older brothers and wondering if he had any chand®tome
King of Benares. He decided to ask the Silent Baddibout
it.

The next day the Silent Buddhas came as usual to
collect alms food in the palace. The prince broyglrified
water and washed their feet. When they had sat dhengave
them appetizers to eat. Before giving the next eaine said
to them, “l am 100th in line to the throne. What #re odds
that | will become King of Benares?”

They replied, “Oh prince, with so many older braothe
there is almost no chance you will ever be kingeher
However, you might become King of Takkasilf you can
get there in seven days you can become king. Bugooin
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way there is a dangerous forest. You must takeroael
passing through it, since it would take twice asgldo go
around it.

“That forest is known as ‘Devils Woods’ [Yakkha-
vana], because it is filled with all kinds of devit he-devils,
she-devils, and even little children-devils! Theeslevils
spend most of their time by the roadside. Theymagic to
make buildings and entire cities appear along thg w

“The buildings have ceilings decorated with staursg
gorgeous rich couches surrounded by silk curtafnmany
colors. Sitting on these couches, the she-devilkema
themselves look like the sweetest, most pleasant of
goddesses. With words dripping with honey theyaattr
travelers saying, ‘You look tired. Come in, sit dgwhave
something to drink and then be on your way.’

“Those who are persuaded to come in are invitesltto
down. Then the she-devils use their beautiful ptalsi
appearance to trap their visitors with their ownrning
desires. After giving in to their desires, the sgers are
killed by the she-devils and eaten while their blas still
hot!

“In this way those who are attracted by sight are
trapped by the physical forms of women. Those who a
attracted by sound are trapped by their singingesiand
music. Those attracted by smell are trapped bydikime
perfumes they wear. Those attracted by taste appéd by
the heavenly tasting delicacies they offer. Thasaeed by
touch are trapped by their soft luxurious beds aaldet
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couches’

“But if you, fair prince, can control all five sexs and
force yourself to avoid looking at those beautifmticing
she-devils, only then can you become King of Takkas
seven days.”

The grateful Bodhisatta replied, ‘Thank you venérab
ones, | will follow your advice. After hearing sualarnings,
how could | take the chance of looking at them?”

Then he asked the Silent Buddhas to give him specia
charms to protect him on his dangerous journey uiino
Devils Woods. So they chanted protective blessme a
string and some sand. He accepted the charms andigsa
farewell respects to them, and then to his roysma.

Returning to his own home he announced to his
household servants, “I am going to Takkadid win the
kingship. You are to remain here.” But five of thesaid,
“We also wish to go with you.” “No,” said he, “yocan’t
come with me. | have been warned that on the wesethre
beautiful she-devils who trap people who can't seshe
desires coming from their own five senses. Thery thii
their victims and eat them while their blood idl $tot. It is
far too dangerous for you. | will rely only on mifsand
travel alone.”

But the five would not listen. They said, “If we gath
you, oh prince, we will force ourselves to keeprirtmoking
at those beautiful she-devils. We will accompany yo
Takkasih.” “If you insist, then so be it,” said the princeut
keep your determination strong.”

31 Desires that arise from sight, sound, smell, tastd,tauch are known as the
‘five sensual desiresppfica-lkma-guwa-s]
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The she-devils were waiting for them in Devils Weod
They had already magically formed beautiful villagend
cities with lovely houses and palaces along the way

It just so happened that one of the prince’s feants
was easily enchanted by the sight of the curvedignces of
the bodies of women. So he began to fall behindrder to
admire them. The worried prince asked, “Why do gelay,
my friend?” “My feet ache,” said the man, “let meand rest
a while in one of these mansions. Then | will catighwith
you.” “My good friend,” said the prince, “those ashe-
devils. Don’t chase after them!”

Nevertheless, blinded by the temptation of the sarfis
sight, the man replied, “My lord, | can’t turn awayhatever
will happen, let it happen!” Giving him one lastwwang, the
prince continued on with the other four.




The one who remained behind went closer to the
beautiful looking forms he was so attracted toeAfileasing
themselves fully with the man, the she-devils Killem and
ate him on the spot!

Then they went farther into Devils Woods and create
another mirage of a beautiful mansion. They satiemand
began singing the sweetest melodies, accompaniethdy
lovely sounds of all kinds of musical instrumer@e of the
prince’s followers was enchanted by the sound efub&ul
music. So he too fell behind and was gobbled uphbystill
hungry she-devils.

Farther down the road they created another magic
mansion filled with the scents of all kinds of digiperfumes.
This time the man who loved sweet smells fell béhamd
was eaten as well.

Next the she-devils created a fabulous restauried f
with foods having the most heavenly flavors. Hére lover
of the tastes of the finest delicacies wandere@nd was
devoured in turn.

Then the she-devils went still farther down thedroa
created soft luxurious beds and velvet couches, satdn
them. The last of the prince’s followers was oneoudved
the touch of the softest fabrics and the most haoas
comfort. So he too fell behind and met his deatid was
quickly eaten by the ravenous she-devils.

These events left the Enlightenment Being all alone
Devils Woods. A certain she-devil thought, “AhaliJlone is
very strong-minded indeed. But | am even more datexd.
| will not stop until | have tasted his flesh!” S&the alone
stubbornly followed him, even though the other tegave
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up the chase.

As she got closer to the edge of Devils Woods, some
woodsmen saw her and asked, “Lovely lady, who ihait
walks on ahead of you?” “We are newlyweds,” replibd
lying demon. “He is my too pure husband, who rarayaw
from me on our wedding night. That's why I'm chagiafter
him.”

The woodsmen caught up to the prince and asked,
“Noble sir, this delicate flower-like golden-skirthe/oung
maiden has left her family to live with you. Whyrdibyou
walk with her, instead of making her chase afterd/o

The prince replied, “Good people, she is not myewif
She is a devil. She killed the five men who followae and
ate them while their blood was still hot!”

Whereupon the lovely looking devil said, “See hdw |
Is, gentlemen. Anger can make husbands call teeinaives
devils and hungry ghosts! Such is the way of thddvob

Continuing to follow the prince, the determined she
devil magically made herself look pregnant. Thea stemed
to be a first-time mother carrying her make-belibabdy on
her hip. Whoever saw the pair questioned them assthe
woodsmen had. Each time the Bodhisatta repeatd® IS
not my wife. She is a devil. She killed the five meho
followed me and ate them while their blood wagd Bot!”
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[Chapter 2. A Feast in the Palace]

Finally they arrived at Takkasil The she-devil made
her ‘son’ disappear and followed alone.

At the city gate the prince stopped and went intest
house. Because of the magic power of the charmedi aad
string he had gotten from the Silent Buddhas, tiedevil
was not able to follow him inside. She stayed a#sand
made herself look as beautiful as a goddess.

The King of Takkasil happened to see her as he was
going to his pleasure garden. Overwhelmed by hautye he
decided he must have her. He sent a servant ti sis& was
married. When he did so, she replied, “Yes, my huasbis
inside this rest house.”

Hearing this, the prince called out from within héSis
not my wife. She is a devil. She killed the five me&ho
followed me and ate them while their blood wad $tt!”
And once again she said, “See how it is, sir. Aroger make
husbands call their own wives devils and hungrystgio
Such is the way of the world.”

The servant returned to the king and told him wiwdh
had said. To which the king replied, “Un-owned ge®od
belong to the king.” So he sent for the she-dend aeated
her on a royal elephant. After the procession netarto the
palace, he made her his number one queen.

That evening the king had a shampoo and bath,iste h
supper, and went to bed. The demon had her supyzste
herself look even more beautiful than before, amitbied
the king to his bed. After pleasing him, she turoader side
and began to weep.
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The king asked, “Why are you crying, my sweethéart?
“My lord,” said she, “you picked me up from the ds&de. In
this palace there are many jealous women. They say,
‘She has no mother or father, no family or coun8ige was
found on the side of the road.” Don't let them méke of me
like that, my lord. Give me power over the wholadgdom so
none will dare challenge me.”

“My lovely,” replied the king, “I have no such powe
over the whole kingdom. My authority is only ovédrose
who revolt or break the law.” But since he was Eaged by
her physical charms, the king continued, “My sweath |
will grant you complete authority over all who diweithin
my palace.”

Satisfied with this, the new queen waited until kireg
was asleep. Then she secretly ran off to her hontled city
of devils. She gathered together the she-devilsievds, and
even the hungry little children-devils. Then shektthem all
back to the palace. She killed her new husbandititgge and
gobbled him up — all except his bones! The otheilslate
all the rest who lived in the palace — even thesdagd
chickens! Only bones were left behind.

The next morning the people found the palace doors
locked. Worried, they broke through the windowshwaixes,
went inside, and found human and animal bonesesedtt
around. Only then did they realize that the manhim rest
house was right, that the king’s new queen wasshfeating
devil.

Meanwhile, the Enlightenment Being had protected
himself from the murderous she-devil during thehhigHe
had spread the charmed sand on the roof of thboese and
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wound the charmed string around the outside watlslawn
he was still awake inside, standing alertly withosivin
hand.

After cleaning up the mess in the palace the cisze
discussed the situation among themselves. They SHg
man in the rest house must be master of his sesiseg, he
did not even look at the she-devil's dangerous tyedfusuch
a noble, determined and wise man were ruling ounuy,
we all would prosper. Let us make him our new King.

In unanimous agreement they went to the rest house
and invited the prince to be their king. When heegpted,
they escorted him to the palace, seated him onleagbi
jewels, and crowned him king.

He ruled righteously, following the ten rules ofogo
government dasa-@zja-dhammas]. He avoided the four
ways of going astray — prejudicedanzhal, anger kodhd,
fearfulness dosgd and foolishnessmiohd. And he always
remembered the advice of the Silent Buddhas, thdtléd
him to the kingship. Unlike his five unfortunatdldovers, he
had resisted the blind desire for the pleasuresheffive
senses. Only then could he benefit all his subjaeats his
wise rule.

The Buddha said:
“The citizens of the kingdom are today the Buddha
followers. And | was the prince who won the kingdd
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The moral: “Living only for pleasures of their sessfools
are devoured.”
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97

A Man Named Bad
[Self Acceptance]

[Namasiddhi-Jitaka]

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Jetavana monastery with regard to a monk who thiotingt
luck went with a name, and who wished to changeaise.

This monk, named ‘Bad’ fpaka], asked his teachers
to change his name to one of better omen. Butdaishers
told him that a name only served to denote a thamgl did
not impute qualities. He continued in his requiésiugh, till
the entire community of monks knew of it.

One evening, the monks in the preaching hall were
discussing this matter. When the Buddha enteredf@md
out what they were talking about, he said, “Oh n®rtkis is
not the first time that this brother has belieVieat fuck went
with names. He was equally dissatisfied with tlaena he
had in former days, as well.” And the Buddha tibli$ story
of the past:

Once upon a time there was a world-famous teacher i
Takkasih, in northwestern India. He had 500 high-class
students who learned sacred teachings from him.

It just so happened that one of these high-claskests
had been named ‘Bad’ §paka] by his parents. One day he
thought, “When | am told, ‘Come Bad’, ‘Go Bad’, ‘ibis
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Bad’, it is not nice for me or others. It even sdsin
disgraceful and unlucky.”

So he went to the teacher and asked him to giveahim
more pleasant name, one that would bring good riertu
rather than bad. The teacher said, “Go, my sorwligrever
you like and find a more fortunate name. When y&urn, |
will officially give you your new name.”

The young man named Bad left the city, and traveled
from village to village until he came to a big ciy man had
just died and Bad asked what his name was. Pealg"Blis
name was Alive [yaka].” “Alive also died?” asked Bad. The
people answered, “Whether his name be Alive or Iadreit
be Dead, in either case he must die. A name islynergord
used to recognize a person. Only a fool would nodvk
this!” After hearing this, Bad no longer felt badijpout his
own name — but he didn’t feel good about it either.

As he continued on his way into the city, a dehtssl
girl was being beaten by her masters in the stHetasked,
“Why is she being beaten?” He was told, “Becauseisha
slave until she pays a loan debt to her mastelesh&k come
home from working, with no wages to pay as intecgsher
debt.” “And what is her name?” he asked. “Her nasneich
[Dhanapli],” they said. “By her name she is Rich, but she
has no money even to pay interest?” asked Bad. $aily
“Whether her name be Rich or whether it be Poogither
case she has no money. A name is merely a word tased
recognize a person. Only a fool would not know!thidgter
hearing this, Bad became even less interestedangthg his
name.

After leaving the city, along the roadside he metan
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who had lost his way. He asked him, “What is yoame?”

He replied, “My name is Tourguide [Panthaka].” “Ymean

to say that even a Tourguide has gotten lost?” chsiad.
Then the man said, “Whether my name be Tourguide or
whether it be Tourist, in either case | have logtway. A
name is merely a word used to recognize a persaly. ®
fool would not know this!”

Now completely satisfied with his own name, Bad
returned to his teacher.

The world-famous teacher of Takkasiasked him,
“How are you, my son? Have you found a good nanké®”
answered, “Sir, those named Alive and Dead both Rlieh
and Poor may be penniless, Tourguide and Touristged
lost. Now | know that a name is merely a word used
recognize a person. The name does not make thaqmseh,
only deeds do. So I'm satisfied with my name. Tlsere
point in changing it.”

The teacher summarized the lesson his pupil had
learned this way — “By seeing Alive as dead, Rishpaor,
Tourguide as lost, Bad has accepted himself.”

The Buddha then identified the births:

“This brother who is today dissatisfied with hignme,
was the similarly dissatisfied high-class studenthe past.
The 500 high-class students are today the Buddhscgples.
And the world-famous teacher was | who am today the
Buddha.”
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The moral: “A rose by any other name would smdl a
sweet.”™
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98

A Man Named Wise
[Cheating]

[Karavanija-Jataka)

The Buddha told this story while living in Jetagan
temple with regard to a scheming merchantaviaghi

There were two merchants in partnership ava®hi
who traveled with their merchandise and then camekb
with the proceeds. One was very cunning and theravas
very honest and well educated.

At one point, the cunning merchant thought to Ieifns
“My partner, for the entire duration of the lagpfrate only
very coarse food and slept in very uncomfortable
surroundings. Now that he is home again and cagazd
food, he will gorge himself and die of indigestioihen |
will divide what we have made into three portiogssing
one to his orphans and keeping two for myself.” d Amth
this in mind, he had put off day by day the diusiof the
profits.

Finding that it was in vain to press for a divisiof the
profits, the honest merchant took some flowersermse and
lamps, and went to see the Buddha. The Buddhavesce
him kindly, and said, “Why, friend, have | not segiu for a

32 The “story of the present” here is the same aditiakd No. 218, also titled
Kiaravanija-Jataka The dtaka story itself, however, is different.
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long time?” And the merchant told the Buddha wivas
going on. Hearing the explanation, the Buddha saidim,
“Not only now, but even in the past this man wasianing
rogue.” And at the merchant’s request, the Buddlchthe
past story:

Once upon a time, the Enlightenment Being was born
a merchants’ family in Benares, in northern Indie was
given the name Wise [Rdita]. When he grew up he began
doing business with a man whose name just happened
Verywise [Atipandital].

It came to pass that Wise and Verywise took a @arav
of 500 bullock carts into the countryside. Aftetliag all
their goods they returned to Benares with theirdsame
profits.

When it came time to split their gains between them
Verywise said, “I should get twice as much pro#ft you.”
“How come?” asked Wise. “Because you are Wise azuah |
Verywise. It is obvious that Wise should get onbifhas
much as Verywise.”

Then Wise asked, “Didn't we both invest equal
amounts in this caravan trip? Why do you deserveetas
much profit as 1?” Verywise replied, “Because of quality
of being Verywise.” In this way their quarrel weart with no
end in sight.

Then Verywise thought, “I have a plan to win this
argument.” So he went to his father and asked birhide
inside a huge hollow tree. He said, “When my partare] |
come by and ask how to share our profits, then sfuuld
say, ‘Verywise deserves a double share.”

Verywise returned to Wise and said, “My friend,

291



neither of us wants this quarrel. Let’s go to tltesacred tree
and ask the tree spirit to settle it.”

When they went to the tree Verywise said solemnly,
“My lord tree spirit, we have a problem. Kindly gelit for
us.” Then his father, hidden inside the hollow tréieguised
his voice and asked, “What is your question?” Thanis
cheating son said, “My lord tree spirit, this marWise and |
am Verywise. We have done business together. Befiaw
to share the profits.” Again disguising his voites father
responded, “Wise deserves a single share and Verywi
deserves a double share.”

Hearing this solution, Wise decided to find outitif
really was a tree spirit speaking from inside tte®t So he
threw some hay into it and set it on fire. Immeelat
Verywise'’s father grabbed onto a branch, jumpedobuhe
flames and fell on the ground. He said in his ovance,
“Although his name is Verywise, my son is just aver
cheater. I'm lucky that the one named Wise reallga, and
I've escaped only half-toasted!”

Then Wise and Verywise shared their profits equally
Eventually they both died and were reborn as tleseed.

The Buddha then said:

“The scheming merchant of today was the sameas th
scheming merchant in thigtdka story. And | was the honest
merchant named Wise.”
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The moral: “A cheater may be clever but not wise.”
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99, 101, 13%

Achieving Nothing
[No Thing]

[Parosahassa-dtakal

The Buddha told this story while he was living in
Jetavana monastery with regard fwigutta’s wisdom.

On a certain occasion, the monks gathered in the
preaching hall were discussing how@riutta had expounded
the meaning of a pithy saying of the Buddha. Cuermg the
hall and being told by the monks what it was thegrev
talking about, the Buddha said, “This is not thestftime, oh
monks, that the meaning of a pithy saying of miae heen
brought out by &iputta. He did the same in the past.” And
saying this, the Buddha told the story:

Once upon a time the Bodhisatta — the Enlightenment
Being — was born into a high-class family in northédia.
When he grew up he gave up the ordinary desirethef
everyday world and became a holy man. He went & th
Himalayan Mountains where 500 other holy men bechise
followers.

He meditated throughout his long life. He gained
supernatural powers — like flying through the aimda
understanding people’s thoughts without their spepk

3 Compare als€andibha-Jitaka[No. 135].
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These special powers impressed his 500 followeratiyr

One rainy season, the chief follower took 250 & th
holy men into the hill country villages to collesalt and
other necessities. It just so happened that this tha time
when the master was about to die. The 250 who stéird®y
his side realized this. So they asked him, “Oh rhas$f one,
in your long life practicing goodness and meditatiovhat
was your greatest achievement?”

Having difficulty speaking as he was dying, thet las
words of the Enlightenment Being were, “No Thing
[Akificanan].” Then he was reborn in a heaven world.

Expecting to hear about some fantastic magical powe
the 250 followers were disappointed. They saidaicheother,
“After a long life practicing goodness and meduaati our
poor master has achieved ‘nothing’.” Since theysobered
him a failure, they burned his body with no special
ceremony, honors, or even respect.

When the chief follower returned he asked, “Whare i
the holy one?” “He has died,” they told him. “Didwy ask
him about his greatest achievement?” “Of coursedwk’
they answered. “And what did he say?” asked thesfchi
follower. “He said he achieved ‘nothing’,” they tepul, “so
we didn’t celebrate his funeral with any speciahtis.”

Then the chief follower said, “You brothers did not
understand the meaning of the teacher’s words.dHeeaed
the great knowledge of ‘No Thing'. He realized thhe
names of things are not what they are. There i4 tleae is,
without being called ‘this thing’ or ‘that thingThere is no
‘Thing’.” In this way the chief follower explainedhe
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wonderful achievement of their great ma¥tebut they still
did not understand.

Meanwhile, from his heaven world, the reborn
Enlightenment Being saw that his former chief foko's
words were not accepted. So he left the heavendvwantl
appeared floating in the air above his former foécs’
monastery. In praise of the chief follower’'s wisdbmsaid,

“The one who hears the Truth [Sackand
understands automatically, is far better off than a
thousand fools who spend a hundred years thinkmilg a
thinking and thinking™

By preaching in this way, the Great Being encoulage
the 500 holy men to continue seeking Truth [Sadc&fter
lives spent in serious meditation, all 500 died amere
reborn in the same heaven world with their formastar.

The Buddha said:

“Sariputta was the chief follower in the past. And |,
myself, was the Great Being.”

The moral: “When the wise speak, listen!”

3 Such is frequently described as an attribute of an Atater one without
defilements. It is taken to mean that he is abové supurities of character as
passion for a thingrfgal, anger on account of this or that thingofd and
delusion as to the nature of thingsdhd.

% The import of the #i title of this story, Parosahassa<taka [The Story of
More than a Thousand] is given in this verse. The mn@°‘... more than a
thousand fools.” So alsoatdka 101 Parosata-dtaka[The Story of More than a
Hundred], refers to the period of time that the foolsxdgéinking.
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100

A Mother's Wise Advice
[Nonviolence]

[Asatariapa-Jataka (Aghatarizpa-Jataka)]

The Buddha told this story while he was innidadhana
Forest near the city of Kudiya with regard to Suppasi, the
daughter of the king of Koliya. At that time, shad carried
a child in her womb for seven years, was in theesdvday
of giving birth and was having great pains. Intesmf this
suffering, she thought of the Buddha and his messag
regarding the end of sufferings. Such thoughtie@adl, were
a consolation to her in her pain. So she senhhsband to
the Buddha to hear a greeting from her and tdtell of her
condition.

Her message having been given to the Buddha, the
Buddha blessed her, wishing that she grow stromaghaand
give birth to a healthy child. And at the momefithes
words, so she did.

When her husband returned home, he found that she
had delivered the child already and he marveledhat
Buddha'’s powers.

Now that the child was born, Supjaavwas anxious to
show her bounty for seven days to the Buddha amsd hi
retinue, so she sent her husband back to invita.thBut at
the same time, the Buddha had received an inuitdtiom
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the layman who supported the venerable Moggall
Wishing to gratify Suppasa’s charitable desires, the
Buddha sent Moggalha to explain the matter, and accepted
the hospitality of Suppasga for seven days.

On the seventh day, she dressed up her newlydoorn
whose name wasn&li, and had him bow before the Buddha
and the monks. When, in due course, he was brdejbte
Sariputta, the elder kindly asked the infant wheth#rwas
well with him. “How could it be, venerable sir?aid the
child. “I have had to wallow in blood for sevemtpyears!”

Joyfully, Suppawsa exclaimed that her child, only
seven days old, was discussing religion with onethef
Buddha’s chief disciples,aBputta. The Buddha asked her
whether she would like to have another such claildy she
said, “Seven more, if they would be like him.”

At the age of seven &l joined the monkhood. And
when he reached the age of 20, so that he wast@able
became a full-fledged monk. In due course, he eghin
Arahant-ship [sainthood].

One day, the monks in the preaching hall were
discussing ®ali's achievements and the circumstances of his
birth, wondering what deeds were the cause of tM#&en
the Buddha entered and questioned the monks aketo t
subject of their conversation, he said thatahb was seven
years in the womb and seven days in birth all beeaid his
own past deeds. And similarly, Supps¥s seven years of
pregnancy and seven days in labor resulted fromphst
deeds. And at the monks’ request, the Buddhathadstory
of the past:

Once upon a time, the son of Brahmadatta was ruling
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righteously in Benares, in northern India. It cam@ass that
the King of Kosala made war, killed the King of Bees, and
made the queen become his own wife.

Meanwhile, the queen’s son escaped by sneaking away
through the sewers. In the countryside he eventualbed a
large army and surrounded the city. He sent a rgessathe
king, the murderer of his father and the husbandief
mother. He told him to surrender the kingdom ohfig
battle.

The prince’s mother, the Queen of Benares, heard of
this threat from her son. She was a gentle and wimihan
who wanted to prevent violence and suffering afichgi So
she sent a message to her son — “There is no wedtée
risks of battle. It would be wiser to close eventrance to
the city. Eventually the lack of food, water anekdvood will
wear down the citizens. Then they will give theydid you
without any fighting.”

The prince decided to follow his mother’s wise a&avi
His army blockaded the city for seven days andtsighhen
the citizens captured their unlawful king, cut afs head,
and delivered it to the prince. He entered the city
triumphantly and became the new King of Benares.

The Buddha then said:

“Sivali was the prince who in the past blockaded the
city and became king. Suppg&® was his mother. And |
who have become the Buddha was his father, king of
Benares.”

The Buddha added:

“It was as a result of blockading the city for ee\days
that Svali was in the womb for seven years and was seven
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days in birth. It was similarly on account of lpsevious
deeds that he gained Arahant-ship. And it was umxa
Suppavsa sent her message bidding her son to take the city
by blockade, that she was doomed to a seven yegnaincy
and to seven days of labor.”

The moral: “Every deed receives its just deserts.”
Also,
“Kind advice is wise advice.”
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Appendix A
Who Was the Bodhisatta?

Some who tell these stories say that they are ghmsttlives of the Buddha, the
Enlightened One. Before he became enlightened as the &uldelhvas called the
Bodhisatta, the Enlightenment Being. Look at the ldbw to see who is said to

be the Bodhisatta in each story.

51. King Goodness the Great

52. King Fruitful

53. The richest man in Benares

54, 85. A caravan leader

55. Prince Five-Weapons

56. A poor farmer

57. Mr. Monkey

58. A prince of monkeys

59. A drummer father living in a small country village
60. The son of a conch-blower living in a small countitgge
61. A very well known teacher

62. A king who loved to gamble

63. The Buttermilk Wise Man

64, 65. A well known teacher

66. A holy man from a rich high-class family
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67.
68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.
74.
75.
76.
77.
78.
79.
80.
81.
82.
83.
84.

85

86.
87.
88.
89.
90.
91.
92.
93.

The king

A son to the same couple in many births

A doctor who was an expert at treating snake bites
The Shovel Wise Man

A world-famous teacher and holy man

The Elephant King Goodness

A holy man living humbly in a little hut

A very wise tree spirit who was the leader of gdatlan
The fish who worked a miracle

The meditating security guard

A humble forest monk

The barber

A traveling merchant

A dwarf, bent over and partly hunchbacked

A homeless holy man and teacher

The world-famous teacher

A very rich man

A rich father living in Benares

54. A caravan leader

A very valuable adviser priest

A forest monk

The bull called Tit-for-Tat

A trader

The Benares merchant

A rich man living in Benares who was addicted to geunbl
The wise minister

A very wealthy man living in Benares
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94. The holy man who tried to be too holy

95. Clear-sighted the Great, King of the World

96. The last of King Brahmadatta's 100 sons

97. A world-famous teacher

98. An honest merchant named Wise

99. The master holy man

100. The son of Brahmadatta ruling righteously in Benares
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Appendix B

An Arrangement of Morals

The morals from the stories are arranged below, doupto the Ten Perfections.
The Enlightenment Being — the Bodhisatta — developed e&dihem along his
way to realizing the full enlightenment of tBaiddha. This can be used as a

different order for reading the stories.

Moral Story Page
Generosity
If you don’t help others, 90 246

you can’'t expect them to help you.

The ungrateful stops at nothing, 72 127
and digs his own grave.

Poor indeed is the rich man 78 175
who won't part with a penny.

Wholesomeness — Morality

Keep sober — and keep your common sense. 53 45
A pupil without a teacher is easily embarrassed. 81 198
Deceiving a friend may be hazardous to your health. 91 250
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Moral
People prize goodness most of all.

Desire enslaves.
Wisdom liberates.

Giving up attachment to the ordinary world —
Renunciation

Only one possession is enough to keep the mind from
finding freedom.

It's easier to gain power than to give it up.

Wickedness between women and men
brings unhappiness to both.

Wisdom

Beware of the panic-stricken man.

What he can do is more dangerous than
what scared him in the first place.

A cheater may be clever but not wise.

It's a fortunate brother who has an intelligent siste

One way or another,
we're all related.

Seduction can be dangerous to men and women both.

You can't force someone to be good.

“Don’t bite off more than you can chew.”
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86 227
66 102
70 117
52 15
61 75
77 155
98 290
67 108
68 111
63 91.
62 82
56 60



Moral

Too much of a good thing can be dangerous.

It pays to be careful.

“Appearances can be deceiving.”

“A rose by any other name would smell as sweet.”
“A serious question deserves a serious answer.”
A fool's curse can be a wise man’s blessing.
Fools are deaf to wise words.

When the wise speak, listen!

Theft from greed,

lies from fear,

truth from examining.

The wise are led by common sense.
Fools follow only hunger.

The only weapon you need is hidden inside you.

The bad intentions of foolish people
are easily overcome by the wile of noble ones.

Every deed receives its just deserts.

Energy — Perseverance

“Don’t put off until tomorrow what you can do today.”
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93
58
80
97
84
87
74
99

92

54, 85

55

57

100

71

264

67

190

286

225

232

144

294

253

49

54

63

297
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Moral
Patience
Understanding relieves anger.

Overdoing leads to a downfall.

Truthfulness

Be careful of a holy man who puts on a big show.

No one defends a betrayer of trust.

Even at the very last moment,
“The truth shall make you free.”

Determination

Determination wins respect.
It pays to have a holy man around.

Living only for pleasures of their senses,
fools are devoured.

Refusing to harm others,
the good heart wins over all.

Loving-kindness

The longer the friendship,
the greater its rewards.

Gratitude is a reward,
which is itself rewarded.
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64, 65 98

59, 60 72
89 241
79 187
94 267
69 114
76 151
96 275
51 5
83 221
73 135



Moral

Kind advice is wise advice.

True innocence relieves the suffering of many.

Evenmindedness — Equanimity

Harsh words bring no reward.
Respectful words bring honor to all.

A good loser is a true gentleman
“All good things come to an end.”

In peace of mind,
there is neither loss nor gain.
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100

75

88

57

95

82

297

147

236

63
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Interpreter’s Introduction to the 1 %' Edition

The reader is presented here with a Jataka story mvkigley much as it is
told in the Sinhalese translation of the Pali orig{&nhala Jataka Pot Vahanse —
Colombo: Jinalankara Press, 1928). The standard Englisklatian was also
used as a reference (The Jataka or Stories of the Bgdeihiaher Lives, ed. E. B.
Cowell — London: Pali Text Society, 1981, 6 vols.).

In our version my friend the storyteller wanted menterpret in the same
way as the Sinhalese storyteller. This is in cattta the occasional summarizing
which we did in our previously published Prince Goodspeakeérkamg Fruitful,
which we were pleased to hear were so touching to wiaime readers.

In Chaddanta Jataka it is interesting to read the longriggsns of the
forest elephants and their lifestyle. Even today knewn that elephants respect
their elders, much as they and humans did in the arigi@nbf our story.

The generosity and patience of the Enlightenment Bdogltfisatta) are
presented in an emotional and respectful way that céeitb®y the listener.

In earlier times a capable reader used to read out lotheeimiddle of a
listening crowd. Long descriptions enhanced the stondehnd generated an
emotional response. Those feelings enriched thes livieh wholesome qualities
and virtues. In this way they used their time to culévaigh human values. The
good results of good deeds and the bad results of bad deed&nmgreegistered
and cultivated by listening to such stories in the pHsis contributed to building
a good society.

In the Sinhalese version the enriched language is higigtional and



sensational. Unfortunately this cannot be fully camtune English. Our
presentation is an attempt to show modern readers aypé¢hat ancestors taught
human morals.

The picture on the front cover is from the north gagwf the ancient
stupa in Sanchi, India, depicting a scene from the Chaaldatdka. Our thanks to
Ven. Dedunupitiye Somaratana, the Incumbent, for provithisgphotograph.

We thank all our readers and listeners as well as TipoCate Body of

the Buddha Educational Foundation of Taiwan.

May all beings be well and happy!

Kurunegoda Piyatissa
October 18, 1996

Buddhist Literature Society Inc.
New York Buddhist Vihara
84-32 124th Street

Kew Gardens

New York, NY 11415 U.S.A.



From the Storyteller to the Listeners

When you read or listen to this very old storyyofi wonder
how much is really true, the Buddha gave some adihat
might help. He said that when you listen to whatank says
you should test the meaning, weigh or considerartd
depend on your own insides to know the truth ofThen

follow and practice what you know to be true.

Let us praise
the Exalted, Worthy, Fully Self-Enlightened One
and follow the Truth






514
King Six Tusker and the Queen Who Hated Him

[Chaddanta-Jataka]

The Buddha told this story while dwelling in
JetavaArama with regard to a nun who was from a good
family of Savatthi. One day, while listening to a sermon by
the Buddha, she admired his extreme beauty of fanah
wondered whether she had ever been his wife. |natedy
the memory of her life as ‘Little Grace’ {a-subhadal,
consort of King ‘Six Tusker’ [Chaddanta], came backer
and she laughed from joy. But on further recoitegrthat
she had caused the great elephant king’s deatlhusbeinto
sobs and wept aloud. On seeing this, the Buddblebnto a
smile. When asked by the assembly of monks whwhe
smiling, the Buddha said, “Oh monks, this young mept
on recalling a sin she once committed against mArid
saying this, the Buddha then told this story ofjihst.

[Chapter 1. Rebirth of the Bodhisatta]

Once upon a time there were 8,000 noble elephamis w
were able to fly through the air whenever they wishThey
lived in the Himalayan Mountains near a lake thas\@00
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miles [Yojana-s] long and 800 miles wide. Sincdaid six
bays that were shaped like elephant tusks, it alledcthe
Lake of Six Tusks [Chaddanta].

It just so happened that the king of this elepmation
had a son. He was pure white in color, with a krigd
mouth and red feet. Even among these fantastit\atgp he
was no ordinary elephant baby. This was not hst fife or
his first birth. Millions of years before, he haddm a
follower of a long-forgotten teaching ‘Buddha’ — fally
‘Enlightened One’. He had wished with all his hetot
become a Buddha just like his beloved master.

He was reborn in many lives — sometimes as poor
animals, sometimes as long-living gods and somstias
human beings. He always tried to learn from higakiss and
develop the ‘Ten Perfections'ddsa-paramita-s]: energy,
determination, truthfulness, wholesomeness, giviag
attachment to the ordinary world, even-mindednessjom,
patience, generosity, and of course — loving-kisgné his
was so he could purify his mind and remove theethioot
causes of unwholesomenesakysala-mila-s] — craving,
anger and the delusion of a separate self — andckedmm
replace them with the three purities-parisuddhi-s] —
nonattachment gobha], loving-kindness &dosa] and
wisdom jamoha].

This ‘Great Being’ had been a humble follower of th
forgotten Buddha. His goal was to gain the same
enlightenment of a Buddha — the experience of cetapl
Truth. So people call him ‘Bodhisatta’, which means
‘Enlightenment Being’. No one really knows aboute th
millions of lives lived by this great hero. But nyastories
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have been told — including this one about a magcgmfi
elephant. After many more rebirths, he would becdhe
Buddha who is remembered and loved in all the wiardihy.

When the elephant prince grew up he reached atheigh
of 132 feet [Hattha-s]. He was 180 feet long franmk to
tail. His trunk alone was 87 feet long and as lragid strong
as a silver chain. Because he happened to havweskiz he
was known as ‘Six Tusker’ [Chaddanta]. These wegargic
— 45 feet long and 22 feet around. And they shaiiiahtly
in six colors — blue, yellow, red, white, crimsondaall the
first five at once. After his father died he becathe new
king of the 8,000 noble elephants.

It is said that elephants are very intelligent, dnelse
were more so than usual. They were even wise enthagh
the entire nation had come to honor and serve @0eSilent
Buddhas [Pacceka-Buddha-s] who also lived in the
Himalayas at that time.

They were called Buddhas because they were
enlightened. This means that they no longer expeeg
themselves, the ones called ‘I' or ‘me’, as beingany way
different from all life living itself. So they werable to
experience life as it really is, in every preseonment.

Being one with all life, they were filled with
compassion and sympathy for the unhappiness tfealgs.

So they wished to teach and help them to be eweligut just

as they were. But the time of our story was a most
unfortunate time, a very sad time. It was a timemvho one
else was able to understand theuth [Dhamma] and
experience life as it really is. And since thesa@uas knew
this, that was why they were Silent insofar asheags go.
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[Chapter 2. Home and Family]

In the middle of the Lake of Six Tusks, for a didene
of 192 miles it was free of all plant life and deat, clean
and bright as a magic jewel. Around this vast openter
there grew seven circular thickets — white lilielsie, red and
white lotuses, white and red lilies, and finallyitdd white
water lilies that are especially loved by elephants

Outside the seven thickets was another circle akdi
water lilies and lotuses. Then, in elephant-hippde@ater
there was a circle of red rice paddy at the outigreeof the
lake. Along the shore there was a thicket of o#iferkinds of
shrubs, with delicate and sweet-smelling flowerat tivere
blue, yellow, red and white. That made a totaleof tircular
thickets, each one extending outward for 16 miles.

Then came a circle of bean plants, followed bylesc
of morning glories, cucumbers, pumpkins, squashahdr
creeping plants. Then came forests of sugar cariegaas
palm trees, bananas the size of elephant tuskgre®sl and
jackfruit trees with fruits as big as water jardiefe were
forests of very sweet-tasting tamarinds and woquleapees.
Next was a big forest of many kinds of trees. Hyntiere
was a huge circle of bamboo trees.

But that was not all! Surrounding the bamboo forest
were seven encircling mountains. First was Goldeuhdain
[Suvaana-pabbata] — 112 miles high, then Jewel Mountain
[Mani-passa-pabbata] — 96 miles high, Sunshine Mountain
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[Striya-pabbata] — 80 miles high, Moon Mountain [Canda
pabbata] — 64 miles high, Reflecting Water Mountain
[Uddaka-passa-pabbata] — 48 miles high, Big DarkiMain
[Maha-kala-pabbata] — 32 miles high, and finally the outer
circle called Little Dark Mountain [@a-kala-pabbata] — only
16 miles high! The highest inner Golden Mountain
surrounded the Lake of Six Tusks country like time of a
gigantic golden bowl, so that the light reflectiingm it made
the lake shine like the young sun at dawn.

At the end of the northeast tusk of the lake stataige
banyan tree. Its trunk was 25 miles across and rhil@s
high, and it had 8,000 banyan roots growing dovemfiits
branches. It was as beautiful as a mountain oflgewe

On the west side of the Lake of Six Tusks was degol
cave extending into Golden Mountain for 192 milksg
Six Tusker spent the spring in this cave with mBre nation
of 8,000 elephants, including his two queens. Titst Was
called ‘Great Grace’ [Matisubhadd] and the second, ‘Little
Grace’ [Gila-subhadal.

The Elephant King spent the summer months under the
hanging roots of the huge banyan tree, enjoying ciba
breezes blowing from the Lake of Six Tusks. One lidayas
informed that the great forest of Sal trees wafilinbloom.
Wishing to enjoy the beautiful fragrance of thegr
blossoms he went to the blooming Sal forest, faidvy all
the other elephants. He just happened to bumpohehéad
against one of the flower-laden trees. Queen L@tlace was
standing upwind, so the heavier twigs and leavesiating
red ants in their little leaf houses fell on heyalobody.
Queen Great Grace happened to be standing downaind,
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the lighter flower petals and sweet-smelling polleere
blown onto her royal body.

Because of her own ignorance Queen Little Grace
misinterpreted these events. Instead of accephiagsimple
fact of objects falling on her body causing min@cdmfort
which passed quickly, she imagined that a selhgjvinside
her had been insulted. To defend this self-image sh
automatically and immediately got angry at the GEs=ing,
King Six Tusker. She thought, “He dropped dirtygsviand
leaves and red ant houses on me, but on his fawetfi¢, the
number one queen, he dropped lovely flower petad a
sweet pollen. I'll get even with him!” And she ti¢gis anger
to herself and herself to it, determined not tatlgb.

A few days later the nation of 8,000 elephants went
down to bathe in the Lake of Six Tusks. Two youlepleant
calves took fragrant roots tfsira-bushes in their trunks and
respectfully washed King Six Tusker. They thoroyghl
rubbed his thick elephant skin, a job as big ately were
washing Mount Keisa.

When they were finished and the king came out ef th
lake, they bathed the two beautiful queens in Hraesway.
They too left the water and stood by his side. Timenentire
nation of 8,000 elephants went into the lake, playethe
water, picked various lotuses and decorated theg knd
gueens with the flowers.

It just so happened that one elephant, while swimgmi
in the lake, saw a marvelous lotus with seven flswene
inside the other reaching high above the water. [Tioky
elephant plucked it up and offered it to King SuxsKer. He
held it in his trunk and sprinkled the sweet-smellpollen
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on his forehead. Then he gave the seven-floweted to his
number one queen, Great Grace.

When she saw this, Queen Little Grace thought, fiEve
this great seven-flowered lotus he gave to his nioved
one, not to me.” She used this thought to buildhagred,
which she tied to herself and herself to it, detegd not to
let it go.

One day not long after, the Enlightenment Beingadix
together sweet fruits and lotus roots which hengped with
lotus nectar. This he put into the alms bowls ef%00 Silent
Buddhas.

Meanwhile, Queen Little Grace had collected mamy bi
and little fruits which she also gave as alms ® Buddhas.
Still holding onto her hatred, she silently dedechtthe
blessing of her gift to her own craving for vengsan
Wishing with all her might she thought, “When tlpiesent
life comes to an end may | be reborn in the rogaify of
the kingdom of Madda as the Princess Grace [Sulaadd
When | grow up may | become the number one queeheof
King of Benares. Able to please his mind, may Idmee his
favorite so | can do whatever | want. With such poway |
speak to the king and get him to send a huntetlltthis king
of elephants with a poisoned arrow and bring metinsgs
that shine with six colors!”

From that time on she did not eat or drink. Soo@ sh
became dehydrated and died.



[Chapter 3. The Hate-filled Queen]

Rebirth took place as Grace, daughter of the Quoéen
Madda. When she grew up she married the King ofaB=n
and became his favorite wife, the most pleasinigiganind.
She came to be in charge of all the king’s 16,00&sv

Remembering her previous life Queen Grace thought,
“My great wish is coming true. Now | have the power
request the tusks of the Elephant King be broughte!”
She rubbed medicinal oils on her skin, dressed iity d
clothes and lay in bed as if sick.

The king began asking for his favorite queen. When
told she was ill he went to her bed, massaged aek aBnd
said, “Oh queen whose body once glowed, why are you
grieving? Your color has paled and your large elyase
faded. You are like a once beautiful garland thed heen
crushed.”

She replied, “My lord, | seem to be in a nightmarth
a fantastic craving that cannot be satisfied. t feeny wish
Is not granted | must die!”

“Whatever joys and luxuries are desired in thislevo
can provide,” said the king, “so tell me your wighd | will
grant it.”

“Great king, granting my wish will not be easy. gtir
summon all the hunters in your kingdom and thenllitell
my fantastic craving.”

The king left her chamber and ordered the drums be
beaten to call all the hunters. Soon they arriveddgourse
bringing suitable gifts for the king. There were, @ of
them in all.
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Sitting by an open window the king told Queen Gyace
“My dear queen, all the clever and fearless hunterewers
of forests and beasts, have come to me. Whatevewpmt
me to do for you can now be done.”

The queen addressed the crowd, “Hunters, listengo
well. In a dream | have seen a certain pure whHephant
with six magnificent tusks. It is those tusks whiarave and
if | do notget them | will surely die!”

Some of the hunters answered her, “Neither we noor o
parents nor our grandparents ever saw or heardiabf an
elephant with six tusks. Tell us please, accordmg/our
dream, in what direction is this elephant to benfitf2y

Queen Grace looked at all the hunters carefullye Sh
saw one who had wide feet, calf muscles as bigramad as
alms bowls, large knees and ribs, a thick beard aodn-
stained teeth. He was the biggest of them all and 80
covered with scars from old wounds that he wasutjiest
too. He stood out easily in the crowd. Known aspTaog’
[Sonuttara], some storytellers say this was not fing
lifetime in which he became an enemy of the Enéghtent
Being. “This big ugly one will do just fine,” thotg the
queen.

With the king’'s permission she took Top Dog to the
of the seven-storied palace. She opened the nontiadow,
pointed towards the Himalayas and said, “Ther&a@&North,
when you have passed seven mountains you will donze
golden cliff full of flowers that are loved by hum&eaded
bird beings [Kinnara-s]. Look down from the top tfat
golden peak and you will see on the other siderydratree
as big as a green cloud, with 8,000 hanging rddts. pure
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white Elephant King with six tusks is under thatetr He
cannot be conquered by anybody since he is prokduye
8,000 elephants who ride on the wind to strike vihgir long
sharp tusks. His powerful elephant guards are adgby
even a change in the wind. If they see a man thge blows
hot air from their trunks and turns him into ashes.

This was enough to frighten even Top Dog. “Your
highness,” he replied, “in your royal family thaseplenty of
gold, silver, pearls, lapis lazuli and preciousg&syWhy do
you need the ivory from those tusks? Is it reallgttyou
want that elephant killed? Or in truth do you amnget me
killed?”

“When | remember what that elephant did to me,” she
said, “l am filled with jealousy and it makes myaheburn
with frustration. Oh hunter, grant me the vengeanceve
and five of the richest villages in the kingdomIsbha yours!
Oh hunter my friend, | have given alms to SilentdBhas
and dedicated the benefit to my own greatest wish have
that six tusker killed and keep his biggest paitusiks for
myself. This was not a dream, but a mighty prorthsé¢ must
now come to pass. By the power of that promisgrgbhave
no fear!”

Top Dog agreed, saying, “As you wish, your majesty.
Now please tell me where he lives exactly, and ehes
sleeps. What road does he take to go bathing aedevdoes
he bathe? Tell me what you can about his lifestyle.

Remembering her previous life as an elephant ske sa
“Very near the giant banyan tree there is a bige lakth
crystal clear water and a beautiful bathing pla€lewers
bloom there, served by honeybees. When the Elegfiagt
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finishes his bath his skin is as white as a purienbtus and
he dresses in blue lotus garlands. Happily he mstinome
following his beloved Queen Great Grace.”

“I will kill the king elephant,” said Top Dog, “anlring
you his tusks.” The queen was filled with joy arad/g him a
thousand gold coins. She said, “Now go home anskuen
days’ time be ready to begin the journey.”

The queen summoned blacksmiths and told them, “We
need an ax, a hatchet, a shovel, a pick, a hanartmmboo
cutter, a grass cutter, an iron staff, a saw, am pole and a
grappling hook. Make them quickly and bring thenmie.”

Then she called leather workers and ordered thé/e, “
need a bag as big and strong as a water jar, eopestraps
strong enough to tie an elephant, sandals big éntmufit an
elephant, and a big umbrella. Make them quicklynfrthe
strongest leather and bring them to me.”

After all these things were made and brought to the
queen, she added fire sticks and other necess8les.put
everything in the big leather bag, making it asviyeas a
huge water jar filled with water.

After the week had passed, Top Dog returned and
bowed before the queen. Having the strength of five
elephants, he tucked the heavy leather bag easdgruhis
arm. After taking leave of the king and queen He tlee
palace, loaded up his chariot and rode out of ttye After
going through many villages and towns he crosseddtnder
of the kingdom of Benares. He went through vastdts and,
after sending home the crowds that followed himatresed
in the land where no people live.
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[Chapter 4. The Hunt]

Top Dog used the grass cutter to get through dguofg
grass, and the bamboo cutter for basil and ree#tdts. After
first piercing the biggest trees with the pick,used the ax to
chop his way through a forest. Then he made a bambo
ladder and climbed it to the top of an impenetrdi@denboo
thicket, which he crossed by using a bamboo pai¢ e
stretched over it.

Coming to a muddy swamp he walked over it using two
wooden planks, one after the other, over and ogaina
Then he made a canoe and paddled it across a fl@da.

At last he arrived at the foot of the great cirde
mountains. He climbed by throwing the grappling hemd
leather rope up, tying the bottom to a peg he raadrhered
into the mountain, and pulling himself up the rdpethe
hook. Then he hammered another peg into the mayritad
it to the rope, pulled out the grappling hook ahdew it
farther up the slope. Hitting the rope beneath &imarply he
dislodged the lower peg, gathered it in, and pulliedself up
to the hook. He repeated this over and over agati e
reached the summit.

He climbed down the other side by hammering the peg
into the mountain and tying the leather rope tsitvell as to
the big leather bag. Then he sat inside the badaaveted it
downwards — just like a spider hanging by a threaih his
cobweb. On the other hand, there were some placesevine
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simply grabbed hold of the big leather umbrella asdd it
like a parachute to fly down like a graceful biat @t least,
So it is said).

After climbing up and down the first six mountaihg
finally came to the innermost Golden Mountain, vhjast
so happened to be 112 miles high! He climbed tddpeand
found Kinnara-s living there, as had been foretmidQueen
Grace. These are winged beings who look human fren
waist up and birdlike from the waist down. They iam@ocent
creatures who generally avoid talking with peoplesirce
they consider them to be mostly liars.

Looking down the other side of Golden Mountain, Top
Dog saw the giant banyan tree, as big as a cloutd, its
8,000 roots hanging down. He saw too the white lkdep
King with six tusks, who could not be conqueredanyone,
guarded by 8,000 strong fighting elephants withrghiasks
and able to fly like the wind. Nearby he saw theagrake
filled with beautiful lotuses served by millions bées. And
he saw the path the king was accustomed to follgwingo
for his bath.

Urged on by the hateful desire for vengeance of the
wicked queen, he climbed down the inner cliff faoe
Golden Mountain. He reached the dwelling of King Si
Tusker seven years, seven months and seven dagis aft
starting out.

Top Dog thought out his plan — “l will make a phide
inside it, shoot the Elephant King and bring hinthte end of
his life!” So he went into the forest, collected aoand cut
down trees to make posts.

While the elephants were bathing in the lake he @ug
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pit with the shovel he had brought, hiding the dipgelirt by
sprinkling it in the water. He set the posts in bogtom of
the pit to support planks which he covered witht @ind
brush, leaving only a hole the size of an arrow amd
entrance for himself at the far end.

At dawn he attached a false hair bun on top ohkexd
like Indian holy men wear. He disguised himselttlier by
wearing holy yellow robes. Then he hid inside thewth
his bow and poison-tipped arrow.

When the Enlightenment Being passed by, Top Dog,
with the terrible wish to kill in his heart, shoinhwith the
poison arrow. The king elephant trumpeted a greatot
pain. All the other elephants began trumpeting @isstoudly
from fear. Trampling grass and trees alike into geny the
8,000 fled in eight directions.

The king was driven by his great pain into wantiag
kill his attacker. He followed the line of flightf the arrow
and saw the hunter hiding in the pit. Then he motithe
yellow robes, the kind worn by perfect men whom gloed
would never blame.

Suddenly he said, “Whoever is stained, not having
tamed his mind, and is dishonest, is not worththaft yellow
robe. But one who has cleaned his stains by coraterg his
mind, and is honest and wholesome, is worthy tor vilea
yellow robe.” By giving this teaching to his enentlye Great
Being blew out the fire of anger within himself. éh he
asked, “My friend, why do you want to kill me? Oerg you
persuaded by another to kill me?”

Top Dog replied, “Queen Grace, favorite of the Kofg
Benares and respected by the royal family, saw iyoa
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dream. It was she who rewarded me and said, ‘I vt
tusks. Go get them and bring them to me!”

Realizing this must be a deed of the re-born Little
Grace, the Enlightenment Being decided he musestifie
pain of losing his tusks for her sake. And furtherenhe
thought, “She doesn’t want anything to do with nogks.
She wants me dead!”

Then he said to Top Dog, “She knows that my parents
and grandparents’ and great grandparents’ tuske haen
saved by us here after their deaths. She spegfiwahts my
tusks because her hatred makes her want me ddatighal
get started hunter — take your saw and cut offusitg while
| still live. Then go tell the hate-filled queeretklephant died
because of them.”

With saw in hand the hunter approached. But sihee t
great Elephant King was 132 feet tall, appearingaas big
as a mountain, he could not reach the tusks. TherGteat
Being lay on the ground and bowed his head.

The hunter got onto the trunk that was as brigltt an
strong as a silver chain. He climbed up until leodton the
forehead just as if he had conquered the peak lgfMount
Kelasa. Then he climbed down the forehead, put hisifdot
the mouth, stuck his knee up against the cheekiressted
the long saw into the mouth. He began drawing #ve\sith
both hands. The great white elephant felt sevene @s his
mouth filled up with blood. The hunter shifted baid forth
but could not cut the mighty tusks.

Accepting the pain, Six Tusker spit out the blood a
asked, “My friend, can’t you cut it yourself?” “Noyy lord,”
said the man. Still alert in his mind, he continu8dhen take
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my trunk that | am now too weak to raise, and puini the
saw.” After the hunter did so, the elephant helped saw
off his own tusks, as easily as if they were thmelez parts of
a palm tree.

Then the Great Being said, “Friend hunter, it ig no
because | do not like them that | give you thesksuAnd
neither is it because | wish for a superior rebirths Mira,
god of death, or as Sakka, king of the gods, onea®
Brahma, greatest of all gods. Instead | wish oalgive the
most perfect gift possible — for the benefit of thdortunate
qgueen and all other beings.”

After giving his six tusks of six colors to Top Dbg
asked, “How long did it take you to get here?” tdbk me
seven years, seven months and seven days,” hedeffio
my friend, you may reach Benares in seven dayshiey t
magic of these magnificent tusks!”

After Top Dog was out of sight, and before Greaddér
and the other elephants returned, the Bodhisagth di

Then the 8,000 elephants who had fled in eight
directions returned. Along with Queen Great Grdmsy tsaw
the great corpse. They wept and cried out to tHenSi
Buddhas, true friends of the Great Being, “Sirg, ¢ihe who
used to give you the Four Necessitieat|-paccaya-s] —
food, clothing, shelter and medicine — has diednfra
poison-soaked arrow. Come and see his dead body.”

All 500 Silent Buddhas flew miraculously througteth
air and landed at the place of death. Two strongngo
elephants lifted the body of their king and madsoiv down
respectfully to the Silent Buddhas. Then they bdrhiee
body on a gigantic funeral fire. All night long tt&ilent
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Buddhas chanted in honor of the Enlightenment Being

The next morning the 8,000 elephants blew out the
funeral fire. Filled with grief they wept, threwrtion their
heads, and returned to their homes following Quéesat
Grace.

[Chapter 5. The Victorious Queen]

Even before the seventh day, Top Dog arrived in the
suburbs of Benares carrying the graceful tusks autifel
and matchless in the world, brightening the foresthk their
golden radiance. He sent word ahead to the quédmve
killed the elephant and brought you his tusks.”

When he got to the city he went to Queen Grace and
said, “Your majesty, the elephant for whom yourrheas
filled with hatred, the one you told me to find aill, he has
indeed been killed by me. Have no doubt of theldeathat
Elephant King, for here are his tusks.” And he gévem
over to her.

The tusks, which were beautiful and shining witk si
colors, she received on her bejeweled fan and glaoeher
lap. On seeing the tusks of her husband of a pusJite she
thought, “This beautiful Elephant King was killegt tme, for
on my command Top Dog killed him with a poison-ss@dk
arrow.” With her mind focused on the Great Being sh
suffered her full measure of pain and remorse. lén@bbear
the pain of her overwhelming grief, her heart brakel she
died on that very same day.
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This &taka story having been told, the Buddha made
the story clear by saying:

“Queen Grace is today this nun. Top Dog is today
Devadatta. And | who am today the Buddha was KSng
Tusker.”

At the end of the Buddha's telling of the storyamyg
people attained the stream entrance state of nsotdpfgtti].

And the nun, by spiritual insight, attained Arakahip
[sainthood] and freed herself from all future paid rebirth.

The moral: “Ignorance breeds hatred.”

Also,
“Suffering is the first truth.”
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“Wherever the Buddha’s teachings have flourished,

either in cities or countrysides,
people would gain inconceivable benefits.

The Iand and people would be enveloped in peace.
The sun and moon will shine clear and bright.
Wind and rain would appear accordingly,

and there will be no disasters.
Nations would be prosperous

and there would be no use for soldiers or weapons.

People would abide by morality and accord with laws.
They would be courteous and humble,
and everyone would be content without injustices.
There would be no thefts or violence.
The strong would not dominate the weak

and everyone would get their fair share.”

** THE BUDDHA SPEAKS OF
THE INFINITE LIFE SUTRA OF
ADORNMENT, PURITY, EQUALITY
AND ENLIGHTENMENT OF
THE MAHAYANA SCHOOL:



Taking Refuge with a mind of Bodhichitta

In the Buddha, the Dharma and the Sangha,
I shall always take refuge
Until the attainment of full awakening.

Through the merit of practicing generosity
and other perfections,
May I swiftly accomplish Buddhahood,
And benefit of all sentient beings.

The Prayers of the Bodhisattvas

With a wish to awaken all beings,
I shall always go for refuge

To the Buddha, Dharma, and Sangha,
Until I attain full enlightenment.

Possessing compassion and wisdom,
Today, in the Buddha's presence,
I sincerely generate
the supreme mind of Bodhichitta
For the benefit of all sentient beings.

""As long as space endures,
As long as sentient beings dwell,
Until then, may I too remain
To dispel the miseries of all sentient beings."



With bad advisors forever left behind,
From paths of evil he departs for eternity,
Soon to see the Buddha of Limitless Light

And perfect Samantabhadra's Supreme Vows.

The supreme and endless blessings
of Samantabhadra's deeds,
[ now universally transfer.
May every living being, drowning and adrift,
Soon return to the Pure Land of Limitless Light!

** The Vows of Samantabhadra

I vow that when my life approaches its end,
All obstructions will be swept away;
I will see Amitabha Buddha,
And be born in His Western Pure Land of
Ultimate Bliss and Peace.

When reborn in the Western Pure Land,
I will perfect and completely fulfill
Without exception these Great Vows,
To delight and benefit all beings.

% The Vows of Samantabhadra Avatamsaka Sutra





